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\\i DEDICATION. 

Author, looking for a continoation of tbose favours : 
I was bred to tbe plongh, and am independent. I 
come to claim tbe common Scottish name with yon, 
my illastrioas coantrymen; and to teil tbe wqrld 
that I glory in tbe title. I come to congratalate my 
Conntry that tbe blood of her ancient heroes still 
rans nncontaminated ; and that from yonr conrage, 
knowledge, and public spirit, she may expect protec- 
tion, wealth, and liberty. In tbe last place, I come 
to proffer my wärmest wishes to tbe great Foantain of 
hononr, tbe Monarch of tbe nniverse, for yonr welfare 
and happiness. 

"Wben yon go forth to waken tbe Echoes, in the 
ancient and favonrite amusement of yoor forefathers, 
may Pleasare ever be of yonr party, and may social 
Joy await yonr retarn ! When harassed in coarts or 
camps with the jostlings of bad men and bad mea- 
snres, may the honest conscionsness of injured worth 
attend yonr return to yonr native Seats; and may 
domestio Happiness, with a smiling welcome, meet 
yon at yonr gates ! May corrnption shrink at yovr 
kindling, indignant glance ; and may tyranny in the 
Ruler, and licentionsness in the People, eqaally find 
you an inexorable foe ! 

1 bave the hononr to be, 
With the sincerest gratitnde, and highest respect, 
My Lords and Gentlemen, 

Yonr most devoted bnmble Servant, 

ROBERT BURNS. 

Edinburgh, 

April 4, 1787. 
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POEMS, 

CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. 



THE TWA DOGS. 

iwas in that place o' Scotland's igle» 
Tbat bears tbe name o' Auld King Coil, 
Upon a bonnie daj in Jane, 
Wben wearing thro' the afternoon, 
Twa dogs tbat werena thrang at harne, 
Forgather'd ance apon a time. 

Tbe first I'll name, tbej ca'd bim Cäsar, 
Was keepit for bis Honoar's pleasare : 
His hair, bis size, bis mooth, bis lugs, 
Shew'd be was nane o' Scotland's dogs ; 
Bnt wbalpit some place far abroad, 
Where sailors gang to fish for Cod. 

His locked, letter'd, braw brass collar, 
Shew'd bim the gentleman and scholar ; 
But thoogh he was o' high degree, 
The fient a pride nae pride had he ; 
Bat wad hae spent an bonr oaressin, 
Er'n wi' a tinkler-gypsej's messin. 
At kirk or market, mill or smiddie, 
Nae tawted tjke, tho' e'er sae duddie, 
Bat he wad stand, as glad to see bim, 
And stroan't on stanes an' hillocks wi 1 him. 

The titber was a ploaghman's collie, 
A rhjming, ranting, raving billie, 
vol. I. B 
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Wha for big friend an' comrade had him, 
And in bis freaks had Luath ca'd him, 
After some dog in Highland sang*. 
Was made lang syne — Lord knows bow lang. 

He was a gash an' faithfu' tyke, 
As ever lap a shengh or dyke. 
His honest, sonsie, baws'nt face, 
Aye gat him friends in ilka place. 
His breast was white, his towzie back 
Weel clad wi' coat o' glossy black ; . 
His gawcie tail, wi* upward curl. 
Hnng o'er his hardies wi' a swirl. 

Nae doabt bat they were fain o' ither, 
An' nnco paok au' thick thegither ; 
Wi' social nese whyles snuff'd and snowkit, 
Whyles mioe an' moudieworts they howkit j 
Whyles scoar'd awa in lang excursion, 
An* worry'd itber in diversion ; 
Until wi' daffin weary grown, 
Upon a knowe they sat them down, 
And there began & lang digression 
Aboat the Uyrds o' the creation. 

C£SAR. 

I've aften wonder'd, honest Luath, 
What sort o' life poor dogs like yon bave ; 
An* when the gentry's life I saw, 
What way poor bodies liv'd ava. 

Our Laird gets in his racked rents, 
His coals, his kain, and a' his Stents : 
He rises when he likes himsel ; 
His Oankies answer at the bell : 
He ca's his coach, he ca's his horse ; 
He draws a bonnie silken purse 
As lang's my tail, whare, thro' the steeks, 
The yellow letter'd Geordie keeks. 

* Cuchullm's dog in Ossian's Fingal.. 
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Frae morn to e'en it's Dought bot toiling, 
At baking, roasting, frying, boiling ; 
And tbo' the gentry first are stechin, 
Yet ev'n the ha' folk fill tbeir pechan 
Wi' saace, ragoats, and sie like trashtrie, 
That's little sbort o' downright wastrie. 
Oar Wbipper-in, wee blastit wonner, 
Poor worthless elf, it eats a dinner 
Better than ony tenant man 
His Honoar has in a' the lan' : 
An' what poor cot-folk pit their painch in, 
I own it's past my comprehension. 

LOATH. 

Trowth, Caesar, whyles thej're fash't enengb ; 
A cottar howkin in a sheagh, 
Wi' dirty stanes biggin a dyke, 
Baring a quarry, and sie like, 
Uimsel, a wife, he thos snstains, 
A smytrie o' wee duddie weans, 
An' nooght bot his han' darg, to keep 
Them right and tight in thack an' rape. 

An 1 when they meet wi' sair disasters, 
Like loss o' health, or want o' masters, 
Ye maist wad think, a wee touch langer, 
An' they maun starve o' cauld and banger ; 
Bat, how it comes, I never kenn'd it, 
They're maistly wonderfa' contented ; 
An' bairdly chiels, an' clever hizzies, 
Are bred in sie a way as tbis is. 

CAESAR. 

Bat then to see how ye're negleckit, 
How huflTd, and cuflf'd, and disrespeckit ! 
L — d, man, oar gentry care as little 
For delvers, ditchers, and sie cattle ; 
They gang as saaoy by poor fo'k, 
As I wad by a stinking brock. 
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I've noüc'd, od onr Laird's ooart-daj, 
An' mony a time my heart's been wae, 
Poor tenant bodies, scant o' cash, 
How they maon thole a factor's snash : 
He'll stamp an' threaten, carse an' swear, 
He'll apprehend them, poind their gear ; 
While they mann stau', wi' aspeot bamble, 
An' bear it a', an' fear and tremble ! 
I see how folk live tbat hae riohes : 
But snrely poor folk mann be wretcbes ! 

LUATH. 

Tbey're nae sae wretcbed's ane wad tbink : 
Tbo' constantly on poortith's brink : 
Tbey're sae accnstom'd wi' tbe sight, 
Tbe view o't gies them little fright. 

Tben chance an' fortnne are sae goided, 
They're aye in less or mair provided; 
An' tbo' fatign'd wi' close employment, 
A blink o' rest's a sweet enjoyment. 

The dearest comfort o' their lives, 
Their grashie weans an' faithfo' wives : 
Tbe prattling things are just their pride, 
Tbat sweetens a' their fire-side. 
An' whyles twalpennie worth o' nappy 
Can mak tbe bodies nnco bappy ; 
Tbey lay aside their private cares, 
To mind tbe Kirk and State aflairs : 
They'll talk o' patronage and priests, 
Wi' kindling fiury in their breast«, 
Or teil what new taxation's comin, 
An' ferlie at the folk in Lotion. 

As bleak-fac'd Hallowmass retnrns, 
They get the jovial, ranting kirns, 
When rural life, o' every Station, 
Unite in common recreation j 
Love blinks, Wit slaps, an' social Mirtb 
Forgets there's care npo' tbe eartb. 
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That merry day the year beging, 
Tbey bar the door od frosty winds ; 
The nappy reeks wi' mantling ream, 
An* sheds a heart-inspiring steam ; 
Tbe lantin pipe, and sneeshin mill, 
Are handed round wi' right gnid will ; 
The caniie anld folks crackin crouse, 
Tbe yonng anes rantin tbro' tbe honse, — 
My beart has been sae fain to see them, 
That I for joy bae barkit wi' them. 

Still it's owre true that ye bae said, 
Sic game is now owre aften play'd. 
There's monie a creditable stock 
O' decent, honest, fawsont fo'k, 
Are riven ont baith root and brauch, 
Some rascal's pridefa' greed to qnencb, 
Wha thinks to knit himsel tbe faster 
In favour wi' some gentle Master, 
Wha, aiblins, tbrang a parliamentin, 
For Britain's gnid his saul indentin — 

CÄSAR. 

Haith, lad, ye Utile ken aboot it ; 
Vor Britains guid ! gnid faith ! I doabt it. 
Say ratber, gauo as Premiers lead bim, 
An' saying ay or no 's they bid bim : 
At operas an' plays parading, 
Mortgaging, gambling, masqaerading : 
Or maybe, in a frolic daft, 
To Hague or Calais takes a waft, 
To make a tonr, an' tak a whhrl, 
To learn hon ton, an' see the worl'. 

Tbere, at Vienna or Versailles, 
He rives his father's aald entails ; 
Or by Madrid be takes tbe roote, 
To throm gnitars, and fecht wi' nowt ; 
Or down Italian rista startles, 
Wh-re-hunting among groves o' rayrtles : 
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Tben boases drnmly German water, 
To mak birasel look fair and fatter, 
An' clear tbe conseqnential sorrows, 
Love-gifts of Carnival signoras. 
For Britains guid! for her destraction ! 
Wi' dissipation, feod, an' faction. 

LDATH. 

Hecb, man ! dear sirs ! is that tbe gate 
They waste sae mony a braw estate ! 
Are we sae foaghteo an' harass'd, 
For gear to gaog tbat gate at last ? 

O would they stay aback frae coorts, 
An' please themsels wi' conntra sports, 
It wad for ev'ry ane be better, 
The Laird, tbe Tenant, an' tbe Cotter ! 
For thae frank, rantin, rarablin billies, 
Fient haet o' them's ill-hearted fellows ! 
ESxcept for breakin o' their timmer, 
Or speaking lightly o' their limmer, 
Or shooting o' a bare or moor-cock, 
The ne'er a bit they're ill to poor folk. 

Bat will ye teil me, Master Ccesar, 
Sure great folk's life's a life o' pleasare ! 
Nae caald nor hunger e'er can steer them, 
The vera thoogbt o't needna fear them. 

C£SAR. 

L — d, man, were ye bat whyles whare I ai 
The gentles ye wad ne'er envy 'em. 

It's troe, they needna starve or sweat, 
Thro' winter's oauid, or simmer' s heat ; 
They've nae sair wark to craze their banes, 
An' fill auld age wi' grips an' granes : 
Bat human bodies are sie fools, 
For a' their Colleges and schools, 
That when nae real ills perplex them, 
They mak enow themselves to vex them ; 
An' aye tbe less they hae to stört them, 
In like proportion less will hart them. 
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A ooontry fellow at the pleugh, 
His acres till'd, he's right eueagh ; 
A country girl at her wbeel, 
Her dizzens done, she's nnco weel : 
Bat Gentlemen, an' Ladies warst, 
Wi' ev'ndown want o* wark are curat. 
They loiter, lonnging, lank, an' lazy ; 
Tbo' deil haet ails them, yet uneasy : 
Tbeir days insipid, dal], an' tasteless ; 
Their nights unquiet, lang, an' restless: 
An' e'eo their sports, tbeir balls an* races, 
Tbeir galloping tbro' public places, 
Tbere's sie parade, sie pomp, an* art, 
Tbe joy cao scarcely reach tbe heart. 
Tbe men cast out in party matches, 
Theo sowtber a' in deep debaoehes ; 
Ae night they're mad wi' drink an 1 wh-ring, 
Niest day their life is past enduring. 
The Ladies arm-in-arm in Clusters, 
As great and gracions a' as sisters ; 
Bat bear their abseilt thoughts o' tther, 
'ihey're a' ran deils an' jads thegither. 
"VVhyles, o'er the wee bit cup an* platie, 
They sip the scandal potion pretty ; 
<)r lee-lang nights, wi' erabbit leoks 
Pore owre the devil's pictur'd beuks ; 
Stake on a chance a farmer's stackyard, 
An' cheat like onie unhang'd blackguard. 

There's some exception, man an' woman; 
Bat this is Gentry's life in common. 

By this, the san was out o' sight, 
An' darker gloaming brought the night : 
The bum-clock bumra'd wi' lazy drone ; 
The kye stood rowtin i' the loan ; 
When up they gat, and shook their lugs, 
Rejoic'd they werena men but dogs ; 
An' each took äff his several way, 
Resolv'd to meet some ither day. 
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SCOTCH DRINK. 



Gie him strong drink, until he wink, 

That's sinking in despair; 
An' liqnor goid to fire his blaid, 

Tbat's prest wi» grief an* eare; 
There let him bouae, an' deep carouse, 

Wi' bampers flowing o'er, 
Till he forgets his loves or itbtt, 

An' minds his griefs no more. 

Solanum'» Provtrbt, xxxi. 6, 7. 



Let other poets raise a fracas 

'Boot viues, an' wines, an' dronken Bacchus, 

An' crabbit names an' stories wrack as, 

An* grate oar lag, 
I sing the jaice Scots bear can mak os 

In glas« or jag. 

O thon, my Muse! gaid auld Scotch Drink, 
Whether thro' wimpling worms thoa jink, 
Or, ricbly brown, ream o'er the brink, 

In glorioos faem, 
Inspire me, tili I lisp and wink, 

To sing thy name ! 

Let hasky Wheat the banghs adorn, 
An' Aits set up their awnie hörn, 
An' Pease and Beans at e'en or raorn 

Perfume the piain, 
Leeze me on thee, John Burleycorn, 

Thon king o' grain ! 

On thee aft Scotland chows her eood, 
In soaple scoaes, the wale o' food ! 
Or tumblin in the boiling flood 

Wi' kail an' beef ; 
Bat wben thoa poars thy strong heart's blood, 

There thon shines chief. 
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Food fills the warne, and keeps us livin ; 
Tbo' life's a gift no wortb receirin, 
Wben heary dragg'd wi' pine an' grierin ; 

Bat, oil'd by thee, 
The wheels o' life gae down-hill, scrieYin, 

Wi* rattlin glee. 

Thoö clears the bead o' doited Lear : 
Thou cheers the heart o' drooping Care ; 
Thoo striogs the nerves o' Laboar sair, 

At's weary toil : 
Thou even brightens dark Despair 

Wi' gloomj smile. 

Aft, clad in massy silver weed, 
Wi' Gentles thoa ereots thj bead ; 
Yet hnmbly kind in time o' need, 

Tbe poor man's wine, 
Hb wee drap parritch, or bis bread, 

Thou kitcbejis fine. 

Thoa art the life o' public bannts ; 

Bat thee, what were oor fairs and ranU? 

Ev'n godlj meetings o' tbe sannt«, . 

By thee inspir'd, 
Wben gaping thej besiege the tents, 

Are donbly fir'd. 

That merry night we get the oorn in, 
O sweetly then thoa reams the hörn in ! 
Or reekin on a New-year morning 

In cog or bicker, 
An' jnst a wee drap sp'ritual burn in, 

An' gasty sacker ! 

Wben Valcan gies his bellows breath, 
An' ploughmen gather wi' their graith, 
O rare ! to see thee fizz an' freath 

I' th' logget caup ! 
Then Burnewin* comes on like death 

At ev'ry chaap. 

* Bumetcin—ham the wind— the Blacksmith— an appropriato 
tMe. E. 
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Nae mercy, theo, for airn or steel ; 
The brawnie, bainie, ploughman chiel, 
Brings hard owrehip, wi' sturdy wheel, 

The strong forehainmer, 
Till blook an' staddie ring an' reel 

Wi' dinsome clamonr. 

When skirlin weanies see the light, 
Thoo maks the gossips clatter bright, 
How fo/nhlin cuifs their dearies slight ; 

Wae worth the name ! 
Nae howdie gets a social night, ' 

Or plack frae them. 

When neebors anger at a plea, 
An' jast as wud as wud can be, 
How easj can the barley-bree 

Cement the quarrel ! 
It's aje the cheapest lawyer's fee, 

To taste the barrel. 

Alake ! that e'er my Muse has reason 
To wjte her countrymen wi' treason ! 
Bat monie daily weet their weason 

Wi' liquors nice, 
An' hardly, in a winter's season, 

E'er spier her price. 

Wae worth that brandy, burning trash ! 
Fell source o' monie a pain an' brash ! 
Twins monie a poor, doylt, drnnken hash, 

O'halfhisdays; 
An' sends, beside, auld Scotland's cash 

To her warst faes. 

Ye Scots, wha wish auld Scotland weel 
Ye chief, to yoa ray tale I teil, 
Poor plackless devils like mysel ! 

It sets yon ill, 
Wi' bitter, dearthfa' wines to mell, 

Or foreign gill. 
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May gravels round bis blather wrench, 
An* goats torment him inch bj inch, 
Wha twists bis grantle wi' a glanch 

O' soar disdain, 
Out-owre a glass o' whisky jmneh 

Wi' honest men. 

O Whisky ! saul o' plajs an' pranks ! 
Accept a Bardie's bumble thanks ! 
When wanting thee, what tnneless cranks 

Are my poor verses ! 
Thou comes they rattle i' their ranks 

At ither's a — s ! 

Tbee, Ferintosh! O sadly lost! 
Scotland, lament frae ooast to coast! 
Now colio grips, an' barkin hoast, 

May kill as a' ; 
For loyal Forbes' charter'd boast 

Is ta'en awa ! 

Thae carst horse-leeches o' th' Excise, 
Wba mak tbe Whisky Stells their prize ! 
Haud op thy han', Deil ! ance, twice, thrioe ! 

There, seize the blinker» ! 
An' bake them up in branstane pies 

For poor d — n'd drinkers. 

Fortune, if thou'll bat gie me still 
Haie breeks, a scone, an' Whisky gilt, 
An' rowth o' rhyme to rave at will, 

Tak a' the rest, 
An' deal't aböut as tny blind skill 

Directs thee best« 
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THE AUTHOR'S 

EARNEST CRY AND PRAYER* 

TOTHE 

SCOTCH REPRESENTATIVES IN THE HOUSE OF 

COMMON». 



Dearest of Distillation ! last and best— 

How art thou lost! 

Parody on Milton. 



Ye Irish Lords, ye Knights an' Squires, 
Wha represent our brughs an* shires, 
An' doncely manage .our affairs 

In parliament, 
To you a simple Poet's prayers 

Are hambly sent. 

Alas ! my roopet Mose is hearse ! 

Your Honors heart wi' grief 'twad pierce, 

To see her sittin on her a — 

Low i' the'dust, 
An' scriechin out prosaic verse, 

An' like to brüst ! 



* This was written before the act anent the Scotch Distil- 
leries, of Session 1786 ; for which Scotlaod and the Anthor 
return their most gratefol thanks. 
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Teil them wha hae the chief direction, 
Scotland an' me 's in great affliction, 
E'er sin' they laid that curat restriction 

On Aqwwitct ; 
An' ronse them up to strong conviction, 

An' move their pity. 

Stand forth, an' teil yon Premier Youth, 

The honest, open, naked trath : 

Teil him o' mine an' Scotland's dronth, 

His servants homble : 
The muckl« devil blaw ye south, 

If ye dissemble ! 

Does ony great man glunch an' gloom ? 
Speak out, an' never fash yonr thumb ! 
Let posts an' pensions sink or stfom 

Wi' them wha grant 'em : 
If honestly they canna come, 

Far better want 'em. 

In gath'riog Totes you werena slack ; 
Now stand as tightly by yonr tack ; 
Ne'er claw yonr lug, an' fidge your back, 

An' hum an' haw ; 
But raise your arm, an' teil your crack 

Before them a\ 

Paint Scotland greeting owre her thrissle ; 
Her mutchkin stoup as toom's a whissle : 
An' d — mn'd Excisemen in a bussle, 

Seizin a Stell, 
Triumphant crushin't like a mussei 

Or lampit shell. 

Then on the tither band present her, 

A blackguard Smuggler right behint her, 

An' cheek-for-chow, a chuffie Vintner, 

Colleaguing join, 
Picking her pouch as bare as winter 

Of a' kind coin. 
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Is there, that bears the name o' Scot, 
Bot feels his heart's blnid rising bot, 
To see his poor aold Mither's pot 

Thus dang in staves, 
An' plan der' d »' her hindmost groat 

Bj gallows knaves ? 

Alas ! I'm bat a nameless wight, 
Trode i' the mire an' out o' sight ! 
Bat coald I like Montgomeries fight, 

Or gab like Boswell y 
There'» some sark-necks I wad draw tight, 

An' tie some hose well. 

God bless your Honors, can je see't, 
The kind, aald, cantie Carlin greet, 
Au' no get warmly to yoar feet, 

An' gar them hear it, 
An' teil them wi' a patriot heat, 

Ye wrana bear it ? 

Some o' you nicely ken the laws, 
To round the period an' pause, 
An' wi' rhetoric clause on clause 

To mak harangnes ; 
Then echo tbro' Saint Stephen's wa's 

Auld Scotland's wrangs. 

Dempster, a trne blue Scot I'se warran : 
Thee, aith-detesting, chaste Kilkerran* ; 
An' that glib-gabbet Highland Baron, 

The Laird o' Graham t ; 
An' ane, a chap that 's d — mn'd auldfarran, 

Dundas his name. 



* Sir Adam Ferguson. 

t The present Duke of M ontrose. 
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Teil yon guid blaid o f auld Bocotmock's 
1*11 be his debt twa mashlum bonnocks, 
An' drink his health in aald Nanse Tinnock's* 

Nine times a-week, 
If he some scheine, like tea an' winnocks, 

Wad kindly seek. 

Coold he some cotnmutation broach, 
I'll pledge my aith in guid braid Scotch, 
He needna fear their foul reproach 

Nor eradition, 
Yon mixtie-maxtie queer hotch-potch, 

The Coalition. 

Auld Scotland has a ranole tongne : 
She's just a devil wi' a rang ; 
An' if she promise auld or young 

To tak their part, 
Tho' by the neck she should be strung, 

She'll no desert« 

An' now, je chosen Fwe-andrForty, 
Maj still your Mither's beart support ye ; 
Then, though a Minister grow dorty, 

An* kick your place, 
Ye'll snap your fingers, poor an' hearty, 

Before his face. 

God bless your Honors a' your days, 
Wi' sowps o' kail and brats o' claise, 
In spite o' a' the thievish kaes 

That haunt St. Janue's ! 
Your humble Poet sings an' prays 

While Rab his name is. 

* A worthy old Hostess of the Author's in Mauchline, where 
he sometimes studies Politics over a glass of guid auld SattcA 
Drink. 
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POSTSCRIPT, 



Let balf-starv'd slaves, in warmer »kies 
See future wines, rieh einst' ring, rise ; 
rheir lot aald Scotland ne'er envies, 

But blythe and frisky, 
She eyes her free-boro, inartial boys, 

Tak äff tbeir Whisky. 

Wbat thongh tbeir Pboebug kinder warms, 
While fragrance blooms and beauty charms ! 
When wretches ränge, in famish'd s warms, 

The scented groves, 
Or hoonded forth, dishonoar arms 

In hungry droves. 

Tbeir gan's ä bürden on tbeir sbonther ; 
They downa bide the stink o' powther \ 
Their bauldest thongbt's a hank'ring swither 

To stan' or rin, 
Till skelp — a »bot — they're äff, a' throwther, 

To save their skin. 

Bat bring a Scotsman frae bis hill, 
Clap in bis cbeek a Highland gill, 
Say, such is royal George's will, 

An' there's the foe, 
Ue has nae thought bat how to kill 

Twa at a blow. 

Nae caald, faint-hearted doabtings tease bim : 
Death conies, wi' fearless eye he sees bim ; 
Wi' bluidy hand a welcome gies him : 

An' when he fa's, 
His tatest draaght o' breathin lea'es him 

In faint buzzas. 
vol. I. c 
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Sage« their solemn een may steek, 
An' raise a philosophic reek, 
An' pbysically canses seek, 

In clime and season ; 
Bat teil me Whisky' s name in Greek, 

1*11 teil the reason. 

Scotland, my anld, respected Mither ! 
Tho' whiles je moistifj yonr leather, 
Till whare ye sit, on craps o' beather, 

Ye tine yonr dam > 
(Frcedom and Whisky gang thegither !) 

Tak äff yonr. dram ! 



THE HOLY FAIR». 



A robe of seeming truth and trust 

Hid crafty Observation ; 
And secret hang, with poison'd ernst» 

The dirk of Defamation : 
A mask that like the gorget show'd, 

Dye-varying on the pigeon ; 
And for a mantle large and broad, 

He wrapt bim in Religion. 

Hypocrisy a-fa+node. 



Upon a simmer Sunday morn, 

When Nature's face is fair, 
I walked forth to view the com, 

An' snnff the c aller air. 
The rising sun owre Galston muirs, 

Wi' glorioas light was glintin ; 
The hares were hirplin down the fürs, 

The lav'rocks they were chantin 

Fn' sweet that < 

* Holy Fair is a,-common phrase in the West o 
for a sacramental occasion. 
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As ligfafsomely I glowr'd abroad, . 

To see a scene sae gay, 
Tbree Hizzies, early at the road, 

Cam skelpin np the waj ; 
Twa had manteeles o' dolefa' black, 

Bot ane wi' 1 yart lining ; 
The third, tbät gaed a-wee a-back, 

Was in the fashion shiniog, 

Fu' gaj that day. 

The twa appear'd like sisters twin, 

In feature, form, an' claes ! 
Tbeir visage wither'd, lang, an' thin, 

An' soar as ony slaes : 
The third cam op, hap-step-an'-lowp, 

As light as ony lambie, 
An' wi' a curchie low did stoop, 

As soon as e'er she saw me, 

Fn' kind that day. 

Wi' bonnet äff, qnoth I, ' Sweet lass, 

I think ye seem to ken me ; 
I'm snre I've seen that bonnie face, 

Bat yet 1 canna name ye.' 
Qoo' she, an' langhin as she spak, 

An' taks me by the hands, 
Ye, for my sake, hae gi'en the feck 

Of a' the ten commands 

A screed some day. 

' My name is Fun — yonr cronie dear, 

The nearest friend ye hae ; 
An' this is Stqperstition here, 

An' that's Hypocrisy. 
I'm gann to •*•*••••• jj i y Fair, 

To spend an honr in daffin : 
Gin ye'Jl go tbere, yon runkl'd pair, 

We will get famoos langhin 

At them this daj/ 
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Quoth I, ' With a' my heart, I'U do't; 

I'll get my Sunday's sark on, 
An' meet yoa on the holy spot ; 

Faith we'se hae fine reraarkin !' 
Then I gaed hame at crowdie-time, 

An' soon I made me ready ; 
For roads were clad, frae side to aide, 

Wi' monie a wearie bodie, 

In droves that day. 

Here fanners gash, in ridin graith 

Gaed hoddin by their cotters ; 
There, swankies young, in braw braid-claitb, 

Are springin o'er the gutters. 
The lasses, skelpin barefit, thrang, 

In silks an' scarlets glitter; 
Wi* sweet-milk cheese, io monie a whang, 

An' farls bak'd wi' batter 

Fa' cramp that day. 

When by the plate we set onr nose, 

Weel heaped iip wi' ha'pence, 
A greedy glowr Black Bonnet throws, 

An' we mann draw onr tippence. 
Then in we go to see the sbow, 

On ev'ry side they're gathrio, 
Sorae carrying dal es, some chairs an' stools, 

An' some are bnsy blethrin 

Right loud that day. 

Here Stands a shed to fend the show'rs, 

An' screen onr coantra Gentry, 
There, racer Jess, an' twa-three wh-res, 

Are blinkin at the entry. 
Here sits a raw of tittlin jades, 

Wi' heaving breast and bare neck, 
An' there a batch of wabster lad», 

Blackgnarding frae K ck, 

For /tm this day. 
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Here some are thinkin od their 8 ins, 

An' some upo' their claes ; 
Ane cnrses feet that fyl'd his shins, 

Anither sigbs an' prays : 
Od tbis haod sits a choseo swatcb, 

Wi' screw'd up graoe-prond face« ; 
Od that a set o' chaps at watch, 

Thrang winkin on the lasse» 

To chairs that day. 

O happy is that man an' blest ! 

Nae wonder that it pride him ! 
Whase ain dear lass, that he likes best, 

Coraes cliokin down beside him ! 
Wi' arm repos'd on the chair back, 

He sweetly does compose him ! 
Which, by degrees, slips round her neck, 

An's loof npon her bosom, 

Unken'd that day. 

Now a f the oongregation o'er 

Is silent expeotation ; 
For ****** gpeels the holy door, 

Wi' tidings o' d-mn-t — n. 
Should Hornie, as in ancient days, 

'Mang sons o* G — present him, 
The vera sight o' *****' 8 face, 

To's ain het harne had sent him 

Wi' frigbt that day. 

Hear how be clears the points o' faith 

Wi' rattlin an' thumptn ! 
Now meekly calm, now wild in wrath, 

He's stampin an' he's jumpin ! 
His lengthen'd chin, his turn'd-up snont, 

His eldritch sqneel and gestnres, 
Ob how tbey fire the heart devont, 

Like canlhüridi an plasters, « 

Od sie a day ! 
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Bat, hark ! the tent has chang'd its voice ; 

There's peace an' rest nae langer : 
For a' the realjudges rise, 

They canoa sit for anger. 
***** opgQg ou t jjj g cau id harangues, 

On practice an' od morals ; 
An' äff the godly pour in thrangs, 
To gie the jars an' barreis 

A lift that daj. 

What signifies his barren shine 

O' moral pow'rs and reason ? 
His English style, an' gesture fine, 

Are a' clean out o' season. 
Like Socrates or Antonine, 

Or some auld pagan Heathen, 
The moral man he does define, 

But ne'er a word o' faith in 

That's right that day. 

In guid time comes an antidote 

Against sie poison'd nostrum ; 
For ****** *, frae the water-Ht, 

Ascends the holy rostrum : 
See, up he's got the word o' G — , 

An' meek an' mim has view'd it, 
While Common-Sense has ta'en the road, 

An' äff, an' up the Cowgate *, 

Fast, fast, that day. 

Wee ******, niest, the Guard relieves, 

An' Orthodoxy raibles, 
Tho' in his heart he weel believes, 

An' thinks it auld wives' fables : 
But, faith ! the birkie wants a Mause, 

So, caonily he bums them ; 
AI tho' his carnal wit an' sense 

liike hafflin's-ways o'ercomes him 

At times that day. 

* A street so called, vrhich face» the tent in 
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Now bott an' ben y tbe Change-boase 611s, 

Wi' jill-oaop Commentators: 
Here's crying out for bakes and gUls, 

An* there the pint-stowp clattera ; 
While thick an' thrang, an* lood an' lang, 

Wi' Logic, an' wi' Scriptare, 
They raise a diu, tbat in the end 

Is like to breed a raptare 

O' wrath that day. 

Leeze me on Drink ! it gies ns mair 

Than either School or College : 
It kindles wit, it wanken« lair, 

It pangs ns fon o' knowledge. 
Be't whisky gill, or penny wheep, 

Or ony stronger potion, 
It never fails, on drinking deep, 

To kittle np onr notion 

By night or day. 

The lads an' lasse s, blythely bent 

To mind baith sanl an' body, 
Sit round the table weel content, 

An' steer abont the toddy. 
On this ane's dress, an' that ane's lenk, 

They're making observations ; 
While some are cozie i' the neuk, 

An' formin assignations 

To meet some day. 

Bnt now the L— d's ain trampet toats, 

Till a' the hüls are rairin, 
An' echoes back retarn the shoats 

Black ****** igna spairin : 
His piercing words, like Higbland swords, 

Divide the joints an' marrow ; 
His taik o' H-ll, where devils dwell, 

Onr vera sanls does harrow* 

Wi' fright that day. 

• Shakspeare's Hamlet. 
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A vast, uobottom'd, boondless pit, 

Fill'd foa o' lowin branstane, 
Wha's ragin flame, an' scorchin beat, 

Wad melt the hardest whnnstane ! 
The half asleep start np wi' fear, 

An' think they hear it roarin, 
When presently it does appear, 

Twas bat some neebor snorin 

Asleep tbat day. 

'Twad be owre lang a tale, to teil 

How monie stories past, 
An' how they crowded to the yill, 

When they were a' dismist : 
How drink gaed round, in cogs an' canps, 

Amang the forma and bencbes ; 
An 1 cheese an' bread, frae women's laps, 

Was dealt about in lanches, 

An' dawds that day. 

In comes a gaucie, gash Guidwife, 

An' sits down by the fire, 
Syne draws her kebbuck an' her knife, 

The lasse« they are shyer. 
The auld Gnidmen, about the grace, 

Frae side to side they bother, 
Till some ane by his bonnet lays, 

An' gi'es them't like a tether, 

Fu' lang that day. 

Waesucks ! for him that gets nae lass, 

Or lasses that hae naething ! 
Sma' need has he to say a grace, 

Or melvie his braw claitbing ! 
O wives, be mindfu', ance yoarsel 

How bonnie lads ye wanted, 
An' dinna, for a kebback-heel, 

Let lasses be affronted 

On sie a day ! 
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Now Clinkumbell, wi' rattlin tow, 

Begins to jow an' croon ; 
Some swagger harne, the best they dow, 

Some wait the afternoon. 
At slaps the billies halt a blink, 

Till lasse» strip their shoon : 
Wi' faith and hope, an' love an' drink, 

They're a' in famons tane 

For crack that day. 

How monie hearts tbis day converts 

O' sinners and o* lasse» ! 
Their hearts o' stane, gin night, are gane 

As saft as ony flesh is. 
There's some are fon o' love divine, 

There's some are fon o' brandy ; 
An' monie Jobs that day begnn, 

May end in Hongbmagandie 

Some itber day. 



DEATH AND DR. HORNBOOK. 

% trat Storp. 

Some books are lies frae end to end, 
And some great lies were never penn'd : 
Ev'n Ministers, they bae been kenn'd, 

In holy raptnre, 
A rousing whid, at times, to vend, 

And nail't wi' Scripture. 

Bat tbis that I am gann to teil, 
Wbicb lately on a night befeil 
Is jnst as trne's tbe Deil's in h-11 

Or Dublin city : 
Tbat e'er be nearer eoroes oarsel 

'S a muckle pity. 
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The Ciachan yill had made me canty, 

I wasna foa, bat jast had plenty: 

I stacher'd whyles, bat yet took tent'aye 

To free the ditches ; 
An' hillocks, stanes, an' boshes, kenn'd aye 

Frae ghaists an' witcbes. 

The rising moon began to glowr 
The distant Cumnock hüls oat-owre : 
To count her horns, wi' a' my pow'r, 

I set mysel ; 
Bat whether she had three or four, 

I coa'dna teil. 

I was come round about the bill, 
And todlin down on Willie's miU, 
Setting my staff wi' a' my skill, 

To keep me sicker ; 
Tho' leeward wbyles, against my will, 

I took a bicker. 

I there wi 4 Something did forgatber, 

Tbat pnt me in an eerie swither ; 

An awfa' scythe, oat-owre ae shonther, 

Clear-dangling, hang : 
A three-tae'd leister on the ither 

Lay, large an' lang. 

Its statore seem'd lang Scotch ells twa, 
Tbe qaeerest shape tbat e'er I saw, 
For fient a warne it had ava ! 

And then, its shanks, 
Tbey were as thin, as sharp an' sma' 

As cheeks o' branks. 

' Gaid-een,' qao' I ; ' Friend ! bae ye been mai 
"When ither folk are basy sawin*?' 
It seem'd to mak a kind o' stan', 

Bot naething spak ; 
At length, says 1, ' Friend, whare ye gaun, 

Will ye go back V 

• This rencountcr happened in seed-time, 1785. 
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It 8pak right bowe — ' My name i« Death, 
Bot be na fley'd.'— Qaoth I, * Goid faith, 
Ye're maybe come to stap my breatb ; 

Bat tent me, billie : 
I red ye weel, tak eare o' skaith, 

See» there'sa gnlly !' 

' Gndeman,' quo' be, ' pat op yoar wbittle, 
I'm no design'd to try its mettle ; 
BatifIdid,I wadbekittle 

To be mislear'd, 
I wadna mind it, no tbat spittle 

Oat-owre mj beard.' 

' Weel, weel !' says I, ' a bargain be't ; 
Come, gies yoar band, an 1 sae we're gree't ; 
Well ease onr shanks an' tak a seat, 

Come, gies yoar news ; 
This while * ye hae been mony a gate, 

At mony a hoase.' 

' Ay, ay !' qao' he, an' shook bis bead, 
' It's e'en a lang, lang time indeed 
Sin' I began to nick the thread, 

An' ohoke tbe breatb : 
Folk mann do sometbing for their bread, 

An' sae mann Death. 

1 Sax tbonsand years are near-hand fled, 

Sin' I was to the botching bred, 

An' mony a scheme in vain's been laid, 

To stap or scar me ; 
Till ane Hornbook'si ta'en op the trade, 

An' faith, he'll waar me. 

• An epidenücal fever was then raging in that country. 

t This gentleman, Dr. Hornioot, is, professionally, a brothrr 
of the Sovereign Order of the Ferula; bnt, by intuition and 
iospiration, is at once an Apothecary, Surgeon, and Phy- 
fcicüin. 
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' Ye ken Joch Hornbook V tbe Clachan, 
Deil mak bis king's-hood in a splencban ! 
He's grown sae well acquaint wi' Buchan * 

An' itber chaps, 
The wean8 band out their fingen laogbin 

And pook my hips. 

' See, here's a scytbe, and tbere's a dart, 
They bae pierc'd mony a gallant heart ; 
But Doctor Hornbook, wi' bis art 

And carsed skill, 
Has made them baitb no wortb a f — t, 

Daran'd haet they 'II kill. 

' 'Twas bot yestreen, nae farther gaen, 

I threw a noble throw at ane ; 

Wi' less, Im sure, I've handreds slain : 

Bat deil-ma-care, 
It just play'd dirl on tbe bane, 

Bot did nae mair. 

' Hornbook was by, wi' ready art, 
And had sae fortify'd tbe part, 
That wben I looked to my dart, 

It was sae blont, 
Fient baet o't wad bae pierc'd tbe heart 

Of a kail-runt. 

' I drew my scythe in sie a fnry, 
I near-band cowpit wi' my bnrry, 
Bat yet tbe baald Apothecary 

Withstood tbe shock ; 
I might as weel bae try'd a quarry 

O' hard whin rock. 

' Ev'n them he canna get attended, 
Altho' their face he ne'er had kend it, 
Just in a kail-blade, and send it, 

As soon's he smells't, 
Baitb tbeir disease, and what will mend it, 

At once he tells't. 

9 Bachan's Domestic Mediane. 
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4 And tben, a' doctor's saws and whittles, 
Of a' dimensions, sbapes, an' mettles, 
A' kinds o' boxes, mag», an' bottles, 

He's sare to bae ; 
Tbeir Latin names as fast he rattles 

As A B C. 

* Calces o* fossil s, earth, and trees $ 
True Sal-marinoin o' tbe seas ; 
The Farina of beans and pease, 

He has't in plenty ; 
Aqoa-fontis, what you please, 

He can content je. 

* Forbye some new, uncommon weapons, 
Urinas Spiritas of capons ; 

Or Mite-horn shavings, filings, scrapingg, 

Distill'd per se ; 
Sal-alkali o' Midge-tail clippings, 

And mony mae.' 

' Waes me for Johnie Ged's Hole* now/ 

Quo' I, ' if that tbe news be trne ! 

His braw calf-ward wbare gowans grew, 

Sae white and bonnie, 
Nae doubt tbey'U rive it wi' tbe plew ; 

They'llruin/oÄnie/' 

The creatare grain'd an eldritch laugh, 
And says, ' Ye needna yoke the pleagh, 
Kirkyards will soon be till'd eneugh, 

Tak ye nae fear : 
Tbey'U a' be trencb'd wi' mony a shengh 

In twa-three year. 

' Wbare I kill'd ane a fair strae deatb, 
By loss o' blood or want of breath, 
Tbis night I'm free to tak my aith, 

Tbat Hornbook'* skill 
Has clad a score i' tbeir last claith, 

By drap an' pill. 

* The grave-diggcr. 
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* An honest Wabster to bis trade, 

Whase wife's twa nieves were scarce weel \tf^ 

Gat tippence-worth to mend her head, 

When it was sair ; 
The wife slade canaJe to her bed, 

Bat ne'er spak mair. 

' A conntra Laird had ta'en the batts, 
Or some cormnrring in bis gnts, 
His onlj son for Hornbook sets, 

An' pays bim weel. 
The lad, for twa guid gimmer pets, 

Was laird himsel. 

' A bonnie lass, ye kend her name, 

Some ill-brewn drink bad bov'd her warne : 

She trusts hersei, to bide the shame, 

In Hornbook's care ; 
Hörn sent her äff to her lang bame, 

To bide it there. 

' That's jast a swatch o' Hornbook 1 » way ; 
Thns goes he on from day to day, 
Tbns does he poison, kill, an' slay, 

An's weel paid for't ; 
Yet stops me o' my lawfa' prey, 

Wi'hisd-mo'ddirt: 

« Bat, hark ! I'll teil yoa of a plot, 
Tho' dinna ye be speaking o't ; 
I'll nail the self-conceited Seot 

As dead's a herrin : 
Niest time we meet, I'll wad a groat, 

He gets his fairin !' 

Bnt jast as he began to teil, 

The aald kirk-hammer strak the bell 

Some wee short hour ayont the hval, 

Wh ich rais'd ns baith : 
I took the way that pleas'd mysel, 

And sae did Dealh* 
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THE BRI6S OF AYR. 

INSCRIBED TOJ. B*********, BSQ. AYR. 

HE simple Bard, rough at the rnstio plong h, 

earning his tnnefal trade from ev'ry boogh ; 

'he chanting linnet, or the mellow thrush, 

lailing the setting snn, sweet, in tbe greea thorn bush ; 

'be soaring lark, the perehiog red-breast shrill, 

fr deep-ton'd plovers, gray, wild-whistling o'er the 

bil) ; 
hall he, norst in tbe Peasant's lowly shed, 
o hardy Independence bravely bred, 
ly early Poverty to hardship steel'd, 
.od train'd to arms in stern Misfortnne's field ; 
hall he be gailty of their hireling crimes, 
'he servile, mercenary Swiss of rbymes ? 
►r labonr bard the panegyrie close, 
Vith all the venal sonl of dedicating Prose ? 
To ! thoogh his artless strains he rndely sings, 
od tbrows bis band ancouthly o'er tbe strings, 
le glows witb all the spirit of tbe Bard, 
ame, honest fame, his great, his dear reward, 
tili, if some Patron's gen'rons care he trace, 
kill'd in the secret, to bestow witb grace ; 
^ben B********* befriends his hnmble name, 
nd hands the rnstic stranger np to fame, 
iTith beart-felt tbroes his gratefal bosom swells, 
be godlike Miss, to give, alone excels. 



'Twas wben the Stacks gat on 'their winter hap, 
nd thack and rape secnre the toil-won crap j 
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Potatoe-bings are snagged up fra skaith 
Of Coming Winter's biting, frosty breath ; 
The bees, rejoicing o'er their samroer toils, 
Unnamber'd bade an' flow'rs' delicious spoils 
Seal'd np wi' fragal care in massive waxen pi 
Are doom'd by man, that tyranjt o'er the weal 
The death o' devils smoor'd wi' brimstone re< 
Tbe thandering gnns are heard on ev'ry side, 
The wounded coveys, reeling, scatter wide ; 
The feather'd field-mates, bound by Natnre's 
Sires, mothers, children, in one carnage lie : 
(What warm, poetic heart, bat inly bleeds, 
And execrates man's savage, ruthless deeds \] 
Nae mair the flow'r in field or meadow spring 
Nae mair the grove wi' airy concert rings, 
Except perhaps the Robin's whistling glee, 
Proud o' the beight o' some bit half-lang tree 
The hoary morns precede the sanny days, 
Mild, calm, serene, wide spreads the noon-tk 
While thick the gossamour waves wanton in 
'Twas in that season, when a simple bard, 
Unknown and poor, simplicity's reward, 
Ae night, within the ancient brugh of Ayr, 
By wbim inspir'd, or haply prest wi' care ; 
He left bis bed, and took his wayward route 
And down by Simpson' s* wheel'd the left ab 
(Whether impell'd by all-directing Fate, 
To witness what I after shall narrate ; 
Or whether, rapt in meditation high, 
He wander'd out he knew not wbere nor wh] 
Tbe drowsy Dungeon clocht bad nnmber'd tv 
And Waüace TowW\ bad sworn the fact was 
The tide-swoln Firth, wi' sullen soanding roa 
Throngh the still night dash'd boarse along Ü 
All eise was hnsh'd as Natnre's closed ee ; 
The silent moon shone high o'er tow'r and tr 

* A noted tavcrn at the Auld Brig end. 
f The two 8teeple8. 



CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. 33 

The chillj frost, beneath the silver beam, 

Crept, gentlj-crnsüng, owre the glittering strearo. — 

Wben, lo ! on either band the list'ning Bard, 
The clangiog sagh o' wbistling wings i* beard ; 
Twa duskj forms dart tbro' the midnigbt air, 
Swift as the Gm* drives od the wheeling hare ; 
Ane od th' Auld Brig bis airj shape nprears, 
The ither flatters owre the risiug piers : 
Oar warlock. Rbjmer instantlj descrj'd 
Tbe Sprites tbat owre the Brig» of Ayr preside. 
(Tbat Bard« are second-sighted i* nae joke, 
And keo the lingo o' tbe sp'ritaal fo'k ; 
Fajs, Spankies, Kelpies, a', thej cao expläin them, 
And ev'n the vera deils thej brawly keo them.) 
Auld Brig appear'd o' ancient Pictish race, 
The vera wrinkles Gothic in bis face : 
He seem'd as be wi' Time had warsti'd lang, 
Yet teoghlj donre, he baide an unco bang. 
New Brig was buskit in a braw oew coat, 
Tbat be, in Lan'on, frae ane Adams, got ; 
In's band five taper staves as smooth's a bead, 
Wi' virls and whirlygignms at the bead. 
The Goth was stalkiog round wi' anxious search, 
Spjing the time-worn flaws in ev'ry arch ; 
It chanc'd bis new-come neebor took bis ee, 
And e'en a vex'd and angrj beart bad be ! 
Wi' thieveless sneer to see bis modish mien, 
He, down tbe water, gies bim tbis goid-e'en : — 

AULD BRIG. 

I donbtna, frien 1 , ye'U tbink ye're nae sheepsbank, 
Ance je were streekit owre frae bank to bank ! 
Bat gin je be a brig as auld as me, 
Tho', faitb ! that day, I doabt, ye'll never see ; 
There'll be, if tbat date come, I'll wad a boddle, 
Some fewer whigmeleeries in joor noddle. 

* The Go8 bawk, or Falcon. 
VOL. I. D 
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NEW BRIG. ' 

Auld Vandal, ye bot show your little mense, 
Just mach about it wi' your scanty sense ; 
"Will your poor narrow foot-path o' a street, 
"Where twa wheel-barrows tremble when tbey i 
Yoar ruin'd, formless balk o' staae an' lime, 
Compare wi' bonnie Brigs o' modern time ? 
Tbere's men o' taste would tak the Ducat-strec 
Tho' tbey sbould cast the very sark aod swim, 
Ere they would grate therr feelings wi' the ?ie 
O' sie an ugly Gothic balk as yoa. 

AULD BRIG. 

Conceited gowk ! pnfTd ap wi' winäy pride 
This mony a year I've stood the flood an 1 tide ; 
And tho* wi' crazy eild I'm sair forfairn, 
I'll be a Brig, when ye're a shapeless cairn ! 
As yet ye little ken aboot the matter, 
Bat twa-three winters will inform ye better. 
When heavy, dark, continned, a'-day rains, 
Wi' deepening deluges o'erflow the plains ; 
"Wben frora the hüls wbere Springs the brawlii 
Or stately Lugar's mossy fonntains boil, 
Or where the Ghreenock winds bis moorland co 
Or baonted Garpalt draws his feeble soorce, 
Aroas'd by bin st' ring winds an' Spotting thow< 
In mony a torrent down his sna-broo rowes ; 
"White crashing ice, borne on the roaring spate 
Sweeps dams, an' mills, an' brigs, a' to the ga 
And from Glenbuck$, down to the Ratton-key § 
Auld Ayr is jast one lengthen'd, tambling sea 

• A noted ford, jast above the Auld Brig, 

t The banks of Garpal Water is one of the few plac 
West of Scotlaad, where those fancy-scaring beings. 
by the name of Ghaists, still continue pertinackrasl 
habit. 

X The soorce of the river Ayr. 

$ A small landing place above the large key. 
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Theo down ye'H bar], deil nor ye never rise! 
And dash tbe gamlie jaops ap to the ponring skies. 
A lesson sadlj teaching, to yoor cost, 
That Architectore's noble art is lost ! 

NEW BRIG. 

Fine Architecture, trowth, I needs most sav't o't ! 
The L — d be tbankit that we've tint the gate o't ! 
Gannt, ghastly, ghaist-allaring edifices, 
Hanging wi' tbreat'ning jut, like precipices ; 
Owre arching, mooldy, glooni-inspiring coves, 
Sapporting roofs fantastic, stonj groves : 
Windows and doors, ia naraeless scalptnre drest, 
Wi' order, symmetry, or taste anblest ; 
Forma like some bedlam statoary's dream, 
Tbe craz'd creations o' misguided wbim ; 
Forms might be worsbipp'd on the bended knee, 
And still the aecond dread command be free, 
Their likeness is not found on earth, in air, or sea. 
Mansions that woold disgrace the boilding taste 
0' ony mason reptile, bird or beast ; 
Fit only for a doited Monkish race, 
Or frosty maids forsworn the dear embrace, 
Or Coifs o' later times, wha held the notion 
That sollen gloom was Sterling trae devotion ; 
Fancies that our gnid Brngh denies protection, 
And soon may they expire, nablest wi' resarrection ! 

AULD BRIG. 

O ye, my dear-remember'd, ancient yealings, 
Were ye bat bere to share my wonoded feelings ! 
Ye worthy Proveses, an' mony a Bailie, 
Wha in the paths o' righteousness did toil aye ; 
~^« dainty Deacons, and ye doace Conveeners, 
n> wbotn our moderns are but cansey-cleaners ; 
« godly Councils wha bae blest this town ; 
« godly Urethren o' the sacred gown, 

ha meekly gie yoar hurdies to the stniters ; 
*>d (^ hat woold now be stränge) ye godly WriUrs ; 
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A' je douce folk I've borne aboon the broo, 
"Were je bat here, what woold je saj or dof 
How woald joar spirits groan in deep Taxation, 
To see eacb melancholj alteration ; 
And agonizing, earse the time and place 
When je begat tbe base, degen'rate race ! 
Nae langer Rev'rend Men, their coantrj's glorj, 
In piain braid Scots hold forth a piain braid storj ! 
Nae langer thriftj Citizens, an' donce, • 
Meet owre a pint, or in the Council-hoase ; 
Bat staurarel, corky-beaded, graceless Gentrj, 
The herrjment and ruin o' the conntrj ; 
Men three-parts made bj Tailors and bj Barbers, 
Wha waste joar weel-hain'd gear on d— d new Brigs 
and Harbours ! 

NEW BMG. 

Now hand yoa there ! for faith ye've said enongb, 

And mackle mair tban je can mak to thron gb j 

As for joar priesthood, I shall saj bat little, 

Corbies and Clergy are a shot rigbt kittle : 

Bot, ander favoar o' joar langer beard, 

Abäse o' Magistrates raigbt weel be spar'd : 

To liken them to joar auld-warld sqoad, 

I must needs saj, comparisons are odd. 

In Ayr, Wag-wits nae mair can hae a handle 

To mouth ' a Citizen/ a term o' scandal : 

Nae mair the Council waddles down tbe street, 

In a' the pomp o' ignorant conceit ; 

Men wba grew wise priggin owre hops an' raisins, 

Or gather'd lib'ral views in Bonds and Sejsing. 

If haplj Knowledge, on a random tramp, 

Had shor'd them wi' a glimmer o' bis lamp, 

And woold to Common-sense for ance betray'd tbaVr 

Piain, doli Stupiditj stept kindlj in to aid tbem. 



What farther clishmaclaver might been said, 
What bloody wars, if Sprites bad blood to sbed, 
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«M.tell ; bnt a' before their sight 

rftin appear'd in order bright : 

M glitten ng stream they featly danc'd ; 

i the mooo their varioos dresses glanc'd : 

ted owre the wat'ry glass so neat, 

it ioe scarce bent beneath their feet : 

ta of Minstrelsy among them rang, 

-enoobling Bards heroic ditties sang. 

H Laucklan* , thairm-inspiring Sage, 

re to hear tbis beavenly band engage, 

iro' bis dear Strathspeys they bore with 

üghland rage,- 

they strack aald Sootia's melting airs f 

r*s raptnrM joys or bleeding cares ; 

nid his Higbland lag been nobler fiVd, 

i bis matchless hand with finer touch in- 

[»r'd! 

i could teil what instrament appear'd, 

be soal of Masic's seif was heard ; 

008 ooncert rang in every part, 

mple melody pear'd moving on tbe beart. 

enias of the Stream in front appears, 

ible Chief advanc'd in years ; 

•y head with water-lilies crown'd, 

ly leg with garter tangle boand. 

ne the loveliest pair in all the ring, 

emale Beaaty hand in hand with Spring ; 

own'd with flow'ry hay, came Rural Joy, 

lmer, with his fer?id-beaming eye t 

ring Plenty, with her flowing hörn, 

ow Aatnmn wreath'd with nodding com ; 

ater'8 time-bleach'd locks did hoary show, 

»itality with oloadless brow ; 

low'd Coarage with his raartial stride, 

lere the Feal wild-woody coverts hide ; 

)ooe, with mild, benignant air, 

i form, came from the tow'ra of Stair : 

Jmown performer of Scottish mfoic on the violin. 
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Learning and Worth in equal measures trode 
From simple Catrine t their long-lov'd abode : 
Last, white-rob'd Peace, crown'd with a bazel wreath, 
To rnstic Agricultnre did beqaeatb 
The broken iron instraments of deatb ; 
At sight of wbom oar Sprites forgat tbeir kindling 
wratb. 



THE ORDINATION. 



For sense they little owe to frugal Heav'n— 
To please the Mob they hide the little giv'n. 



KiLMARNOCK Wabsters fidge an' claw, 

An' pour yonr creeshie nations ; 
An* ye wba leather rax an* draw, 

O' a' denominations, 
• Swith to tbe Laigh Kirk, ane an' a', 

An' there tak up your stations ; 
Then äff to B-gb — 's in a raw, 
An' poor divine libations 

For joy this day. 

Curst Comraon-seose, that imp o' h-11, 

Cam in wi' Maggie Lander* ; 
Bat 0*******aft made ber yell, 

An' R***** sair misca'd her ; 
This day M'******* taks the flail, 

An' he's the boy will bland ber! 
He'll clap a shangan on her tail, 

An' set tbe bairns to danb her 

Wi' dirt this day. 

* Alluding to a »coffing ballad which was made on the ad- 
mission of the late Reverend and worthy Mr. L. to the Laigh 



|uurk. 
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Mak haste an' turn king David owrc,' 

An' lilt wi' bolj clangor; 
O' double verse come gie na fonr, 

Ad' skirl up the Bangor : 
This daj the kirk kicks up a stoare, 

Nae mair the knaves shall wrang her« 
For Heresy is in her pow'r. 

An' gloriously sbaU whang her 
Wi' pith this daj. 

Come, let a proper text be read. 

An' touch it äff wi' vigour, 
How graceless Harn* lengh at bis Dad, 

Whicb made Canaan a niger ; 
Or Pkmeasi drove the mordering blade, 

Wi' wh-re-abhorring rigoor ; 
Or Zippordk J, the scaaldin jade, 

Was like a bloidy tiger 

I' th' inn tbat day. 

There, try bis mettle on the creed, 

An' bind bim down wi' caution, 
That Stipend is a carnal weed 

He taks bat for the fashion ; 
An' gie bim owre the flock, to feed, 

An' punish eacb transgression ; 
Especial, rams that cross the breed, 

Gie them snfficient threshin, — 

Spare them nae day. 

Now auld KUmamoch cock thy tail, 

An' toss thy horns fu' canty ; 
Nae mair thoa'lt rowte out-owre the dale, 

Becaose tby pasture's scanty j 
For lapfu's large o' gospel kail 

Shall fill thy crib in pleoty, 
An' rvnts o' grace the pick and wale, 

No gi'en by way o' dainty, 
Bat ilka day. 

(ienesis, eh. ix. ver. 22. + Nnntbers, eh. xxv. ver. 8. 
t Exodus, eh. iv. ver. 25. 
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I 
Nae mair by BabeVs streams we'll weep, 

To think upon our Zum; • 
And hing onr fiddles np to sleep, 

Like baby-clonts a-dryin : 
Come, screw tbe pegs wi' tanefa' cheep, 

Ad' o'er tbe thairros be trjiu ; 
Ob, rare ! to see our elbacks wheep, 

An' a' like lamb-tails flyin 

Fa' fast tbis day ! 

Lang Patronage, wi' rod o' airn, 

Has shor'd tbe Kirk's andoin, 
As lately F-nw-ck, sair forfairn, 

Has proven to its min : 
Our Patron, bonest man ! Glencairn, 

He saw miscbief was brewin, 
An* like a godly elect bairn, 

He s wal'd us out a trne ane, 

And sonnd tbis day. 

Now R* ***••• barangne nae mair, 

Bat steek your gab for ever : 
Or try the wicked town of A**, 

For tbere they'll think you clever ; 
Or, nae reflection on your lear, 

Ye may commence a Shaver ; 
Or to the N-thrrt-n repair, 

An 1 turn a Carpet-weaver 

Aff-hand tbis day. 

M***** and yon were jnst a matcb, 

We never had sie twa drones : 
Auld Hornie did the Laigh Kirk watcb, 

Jnst like a winkin bandrons : 
Ad' aye be catcb'd the titber wretcb, 

To fry tbem in his caudrons : 
Bat now his honour mann detach, 

WT a' bis brimstane sqnadrons, 
Fast, fast tbis day. 
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See, see anld Orthodoxy's faes 

Sbe's swingein thro' tbe cily : 
Hark, how tbe nine-tail'd cat sbe plays ! 

I yow it's anco pretty : 
There, Learning, wi' bis Greekish face, 

GranU oat some Latin ditty ; 
An* Common Sense is gann, she says, 

To mak to Jamie Beattie 

Her plaint tbis day. 

Bat there's Moraütj bimse], 

Embraoing a' opinions ; 
Hear, how he gies the titber yell, 

Between bis twa companions ; 
See, bow sbe peels tbe skin an' feil, 

As ane were peelin onions ! 
Now there — they're packed äff to hell, 

And banish'd onr dominions, 

Henceforth tbis day. 

O happy day ! rejoice, rejoice ! 

Come boose abont tbe porter ! 
Morality's demnre decoys 

Shall bere nae mair find qaarter : 
M«* , R»*»»», are the boys 

Tbat Heresy oan tortare ; 
They'll gie her on a rape a hoyse, 

And cow her measnre sborter 

By th' head some day. 

Come, bring the tither matchkin in) 

And here's, for a conclnsion, 
To every New Light* rootber's son, 

From tbis time forth, Confosion : 



* New Light is a etat phrase, In the West of Scotland, for 
ose relifioos opinions wbich Dr. Taylor of Norwich bas 
fended so strenaously. 
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If mair tbey deave ns wi' their diu, 

Or Patronage intrasion, 
We'll light a spunk, and, ev'ry skin, 

Well rin them äff in fasion 

Lake oil, some day. 



THE CALF. 



TO THE REV. MR. 



ON HI8 TEXT, MALACH I, CH. IV. VER. 2. 

"And they shall go forth t and grow wp, Uke 

of the stall" 

Right, Sir! your text TU prove it troe, 
Tbough Heretics maj laagb ; 

For instance ; there's yoarsel jnst now, 
God knows, an unco Calf! 

And shoold some Patron be so kind, 

As bless you wi' a kirk, 
I doubtna, Sir, bat then we'll find, 

Ye're still as great a Stirk. 

Bat, if tbe Lover's raptur'd boar 

Shall ever be your lot, 
Forbid it, ev'ry heavenly Power, 

You e'er should be a Stot ! 

Tho', wben some kind, connubial Dear, 

Your but-and-ben adorns, 
The like has been tbat you may wear 

A noble head of horns. 
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And in yonr log, most reverend James, 

To bear you roar and rowte, 
Few men o' sense will doubt yonr clairas 

To rank amang tbe notcte. 

And wben ye're namber'd wi' tbe dead, 

Below a grassy billock, 
Wi' justice they may mark yonr head— 

' Here lies a famons Buüöck!* 



ADDRESS TO THE DEIL. 



O Prince ! O Chief of raany throned Powers, 
That led th' embattled Seraphim to war. 

Milton. 



O thoo ! whatever title snit tbee, 
Auld Hornie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie, 
Wha in yon cavern grim an' sootie, 

Closed nnder hatches, 
Spairges about tbe brunstane cootie, 

To scaud poor wretohes ! 

Hear me, anld Hangle, for a wee, 
An' let poor damned bodies be ; 
I'm sure sma* pleasare it can gie, 

E'en to a deil, 
To skelp and scaud poor dogs like me, 

An' bear us sqaeel ! 

Great is tby pow'r, an' great thy fame ; 
Far kend and noted is thy name ; 
An' tho' yon lowin heagh's thy harne, 

Tbou travels far ; 
An' faith ! thou's neitber lag nor larae, 

Nor blate nor scaur. 
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Whyles, ranging like a roarin lion, 
For prey, a' holes an' corners trjin ; 
Whyles on tbe strong-wing'd tempest flyin, 

Tirling the kirks ; 
Whyles, in the *human bosom pryin, 

Unseen thou lnrka. 

I've heard my reverend Grannie say, 
In lanely glens ye like to stray ; 
Or where auld-ruin'd Castles, gray, 

Nod to the moon, 
Ye fright the nightly wand'rer'g way, 

Wi' eldritch croon. 

Wben tw ilight did my Grannie snmmon 
To say her prayers, donce, honest woman ; 
Aft yont the dyke sbe's heard you bammln, 

Wi' eerie drone ; 
Or, rnstlin, thro' the boortries comin, 

Wi' heavy groan. 

Ae dreary, windy, winter night, 

Tbe stars shot down wi' sklentin ligbt, 

Wi' yon, mysel, I gat a fright, 

Ayont the longh ; 
Ye, like a rasb-busb, stood in sight, 

Wi' waving sngh. 

Tbe cndgel in my nieve did sbake, 
Eacb bristl'd hair stood like a stake, 
Wben wi* an eldritch stour, qnaick — >qnaick- 

Amang the Springs, 
Awa ye sqnatter'd, like a drake, 

On whistling wings. 

Let tcarlorts grim, an' witber'd hags, 
Teil bow wi' you on ragweed nags, 
Tbey skim the muirs, an' dizzy crags, 

Wi' wicked speed ; 
And in kirk-yards renew tbeir leagues, 

Owre howkit dead. 
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Theooe coantra wives, wi' toil an* pain, 
May plange an' plange the kirn in vain; 
For, ob ! tbe yellow treasnre's taen 

By witebing skill ; 
An* dawtit, twal-pint Haxkus gaen 

As yell's the Bill. 

Tbence mystic knots mak great abäse, 

On yoang Gnidman, fond, keen, an 1 cronse ; 

When the best wark-lnme i' tbe hooae, 

By cantrip wit, 
Is instant made no worth a loase, 

Jast at the bit. 

When thowes dissolre the snawy hoord, 
An' float tbe jinglin icy-boord, 
Then Water-ielpies haunt tbe foord, 

By yoar direction, 
An' nigbted Travellers are allnr'd 

To their destroction. 

An* aft yonr moss-trayersing Spunhies 
Decoy the wight tbat late an' drunk is : 
The bleezin, curat, mischievous monkeys 

Delade his eyes, 
Till in some miry sloagh he sank is, 

Ne'er mair to rise. 

When Masons' mystic tcord an' grip 
In storms an' tempests raise you np, 
Some cock or cat yoar rage mann stop, 

Or, stränge to teil ! 
The yoangest Brother ye wad wbip 

Äff straaght to hell ! 

Lang syne, in Eden's bonnie yard, 
When yontbfa' lovers first were pair'd. 
An' a' the sonl of love they shar'd, 

The raptur'd hour, 
Sweet on the fragrant, flow'ry swaird, 

In sbady bow'r : 



46 BORNS' POEMS, 

Then yoa, ye aald, snio-drawing dog ! 

Ye came to Paradise incog. 

An' play'd on man a cnrsed brogae, 

(Black be yoar fa !) 
An' gied tbe infant warld a shog, 

'Maist raio'd a\ 

D'ye mind tbat day, wben in a bizz, 
Wi' reekit duds, an' reestit gizz, 
Ye did present yoar smoalie phiz 

'Mang better fo'k r 
An' sklented on the matt of Uxx 

Your spitefn' joke ? 

An* bow ye gat bim i' yoar thrall, 
Ad' brak hitn out o' house an' hall, 
"White scabs and blotches did bim gall, 

Wi' bitter claw, 
An' lows'd bis ill-tonga'd, wicked Scawl, 

Wast warst ava? 

Bat a' yoar doings to rehearse, 
Your wily snares an' fechtin fierce, 
Sin' tbat day Michael* did yoa pierce, 

Down to tbis time, 
Wad ding a' Lallan tongae, or Erse, 

In prose or rhyme. 

An' now, aald Cloots, I ken ye're tbinkin, 
A certain Bardie's rantin, drinkin, 
Some lackless hoar will send bim linkin, 

To yoar black pit ; 
Bat, faitb ! be'll tarn a corner jinkin, 

An' cbeat you yet. 

Bat, fare yoa weel, aald Nickie-ben! 
O wad ye tak a tboaght an" men' ! 
Ye aiblins might — I dinna ken — 

Still bae a stake — 
I'm wae to think upo' yon den, 

Ev'n for yoar sake 1 
• Vide Milton, Book VI. 
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CJe Deatifr ant 2>]jfitg motu* of 

POOR MAILIE, 

7%e JufÄor'.s on/y Pef Yowe. 

AN UNCO MOÜRNFü' TALE. 

As Mailie, an' her lambs tbegitber, 
Were ae day nibbJing on tbe tether, 
lipon her cloot sbe coost a hitch, 
An' owre she warsl'd in the ditch : 
Tbere, groaning, dying, she did He, 
"When Hughoc* he cam doytin by. 
Wi' glowrin een, an' lifted han's, 
Poor Hughoc like a statae stan's ; 
He saw her days were near-hand ended, 
Bat, waes my heart ! he conldna mend it ! 
He gaped wide, bat naething spak ! 
At length poor Mailie silence brak. 

' O thoa, whase lamentable face 
Appears to monrn my woefu' case ! 
My dying voords altentive hear, 
An' bear them to my Master dear. 

' Teil bim, if e'er again he keep 
As mackle gear as boy a sbeep, 
O bid bim never tie them mair 
Wi' wicked strings o' hemp or bair ! 
Bat ca' them out to park or hill, 
An' let them wander at their will ; 
So may his flock increase, an' grow 
To scores o' lambs, an' packs o' woo' \ 

• A neebor nerd-caJJan. 
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' Teil him, be was a Master kin', 
An' aye was gnid to me aud mine ; 
An' now my dying charge I gie him, 
My belpless lanibs I trast them wi* bim. 

' O, bid bim save tbeir harmless lires, 
Frae dogs, an' tods, an' butchers' knives ! 
Bot gie tbem gnid cow-milk tbeir fill, 
Till they be fit to fend themsel : 
An' tent tbem duly, e'en an* morn, 
Wi 1 teats o' hay an' rips o' com. 

' An' roay tbey never learn tbe gates 
Of ither vile wanrestfn' pets ! 
To slink thro' slaps, an' reave an' steal, 
At Stacks o' pease, or stock» o' kail. 
So may tbey, like tbeir great Forbears, 
For monie a year come thro* tbe sbeers ; 
So wives will gie them bits o' bread, 
An' bairns greet for them wben tbey're dead. 

' My poor toop-lamb, my son an' heir, 
O, bid him breed him up wi' oare ! 
An', if be live to be a beast, 
To pit some bavins in bis breast ! 
An' warn bim, what I winna name, 
To stay content wi' yowes at hame ; 
An' no to rin an' wear bis cloots, ' 
Like itber menseless, graceless brntes. 

' An niest my yowie, silly tbing, 
Gade keep thee frae a tether string ! 
O, may thou ne'er forgather up 
Wi' ony blastit, moorland toop ; 
Bat aye keep roind to rooop an' mell, 
t Wi' sbeep o' credit like tbysel ! 

' An' now, my bairns, wi' mj last breatb, 
I lea'e my blessin wi' yon baith : 
An' when yon tbink apo' yonr Mither, 
Mind to be kin' to ane anither. 

' Now, honest Hughoc, dinna fall, 
To te)) my Master a' my tale ; 
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An' bid hün burn this cursed tether, 

An', for thy pains, thoa'se get my blether.' 

This said, poor Maiüe tnrn'd ber head, 
Ad' cloa'd ber een amaog the dead. 



POOR MAILIE'S ELEGY. 

Lament in rhyme, lament in prose, 
Wi' aaat tears irickling down your nose ; 
Onr bardie's fate is at a olose, 

Past a' remead ; 
The last sad cape-stane o' bis woes ; 

Poor Mailies dead ! 

It's no the loss o' warl's gear, 
That could sae bitter draw the tear, 
Or mak onr bardie, dowie, wear 

Tbe monrning weed : 
He's lost a friend and neebor dear, 

In Maiüe dead. 

Tbro' a' the tonn she trotted by bim ; 
A lang half-roile she coald descry him ; 
Wi' kindly bleat, when she did spy bim, 

She ran wi* speed : 
A friend mair faitbfa' ne'er cam nigh him, 

Tban M ailie dead. 

I wat she was a sheep o' sense, 
An* coald bebave hersei wi' mense : 
I'll say't she never brak a fence, 

Thro' thievish greed, 
Our bardie, lanely, keeps the spence 
Sin' Mailie's dead. 
vol. l. E 



Or, if he wanden np tbe howe, 
Her Uring image in her tjnwe, 
Cornea bleating to bim, nwrc the kr 

For bits o 1 breed j 
An' down tue brinj pearla rowe 

For 'Afailie detd. 



Shewaa 



■ n' moorlaud tips, 

vvruwtod tat, an'hairjhipa; 

For bet forbeati were bronght in |] 

Frae yonl tha T*t 

A bonnicr ftesk ne'er croaa'd the ol 

Thu Maitit dend. 

Wbb wortb the man wba first did al 
Tfant vite wanchancia Ihine— n rase 
It maks guid feil 

An' Koitn'a bonnet 



Wi' ohokin dread 

inet wava wi* erape, 

For Mailis dead. 



O, n' je bards on bonnie Doon I 
An' wh» on Ayr joor chantera tnne 
Com«, Job the melancholioaa oroon 

O' Robiu'e reed ! 
Hia heart will never get nboon 

Hia jtfnifu dead. 
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TO J. S»»»». 



Friendship ! mysterioas cement of the tonl ! 

Sweet'ner of lüfe, and solder of society ! 

I owe thee mach« Blair. 



De ar S****, the aleeat, pankle thief, 
That e'er attempted stealtb or rief, 
Ye sarely hte some warloek-breef 

Owre haman hearts ; 
For ne'er a bosom yet was prief 

Againat yonr arta. 

For nie, I awear by aun and moon, 
And ev'ry star that blinke aboon, 
Ye've cost ine twenty pair o' shoon 

Jast gann to see yoa ; 
An ev'ry ither pair that's done, 

Mair taen I'm wi* yoa. 

That auld eapricfons carlin, Natnre, 
To mak amenda for scrimpit staHure, 
She's tarn'd yon äff, a hnman creatnre 

On her first plan, 
And in her freaks, on ev'ry featare, 

Sbe's wrote, the Man. 

Jast now I've taen the fit o' rhyme, 
My barmie noddle's working prime, 
My fancie yerkit np sublime 

Wi' hasty snmmon : 
Hae ye a leisure-moment's time 

To hear vrhat's comb? 
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Some rbyme, a neebor's name to lasb ; 

Some rhjme (vain thonght !) for needfa' cash ; 

Some rhyme to ooart the conntra clasb, 

An' raise a din ; 
For me, an tum I never fash ; 

I rbyme for fon. 

Tbe star tbat rales my luckless lot, 

Has fated me the rosset coat, 

An' damn'd my fortnne to the groat ; 

Bnt in requit, 
Has biess'd me wi' a random shot 

O' conntra wit. 

This while my nötion's taen a sklent, 
To try my fate in gnid black prent; 
Bnt still tbe mair I'm that way bent, 

Somethiug cries, * Hoolie ! 
I red you, honest man, tak tent ! 

Ye'll show yonr folly. 

' Tbere's ither poels, mnch yonr betters, 
Far seen in Greek, deep men o' letters, 
Hae thonght tbey bad insur'd tbeir debtors, 

A'. fntnre ages ; 
Now moths deform in sbapeless tetters, 

Their onknown pages.' 

Then fareweel hopes o' laorel-bongbs, 
To garland my poetic brows ! 
Hencefortb 1*11 rove where bnsy plooghs 

Are whistling thrang, 
An' teacb the lanely heights an* howes 

My rustic sang. 

1*11 wander on, wi' tentless heed 
How never-balting moments speed, 
Till fate shall snap the brittle thread ; 

Then, all nnknown, 
I'll lay me wi' th' inglorions dead, 

Forgot and gone ! 
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Bat why o' death begin a tale ? 
Just now we're living soand aod bale, 
Then top aod maintop crowd the sail, 

Heave care owre aide ! 
And large, before enjoyment's gale, 

Let's tak the tide. 

This life, sae far's I understand, 
Is a' enchanted fairy land, 
Where pleasore is tbe magio wand, 

That, wielded right, 
Maks bonrs, like minutes, band in band, 

Dance bj fa' light. 

The magio-wand then let na wield ; 
For, ance that five-an'-forty's speel'd, 
See crazy, weary, joyless eild, 

Wi' wrinkl'd face, 
Cornea hostin, hirplfn owre the field, 

Wi' creepin pace. 

When ance Kfe's day draws near the gloamin, 
Then fareweel vacant carelesa roamin ; 
An' fareweel chearfa' tankards foamin, 

An' social noise ; 
An' fareweel dear deloding tcoman, 

The joy of joys! 

O life ! how pleasant in thy morning, 
Yonng Fancy's rays the hüls adorning ! 
Cold-pansing Caation's lesson scorning, 

We frisk away, 
like scbool-boys, at th' expected warning, 

To joy and play. 

We wander there, we wander here, 
We eye tbe rose npon the brier, 
Unmindfol that the thorn is near, 

Among tbe leaves ; 
And thongh the pnny wound appear, 

Short wbile H grieres. 
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Some, laoky, find a flow'ry epot» 
For which tbey never toil'd oor swat; 
Tbey drink the sweet, and eat the fat, 

Bat eure or pain ; 
And, haply, eye tbe barren bat 

Wi' bigh dudain. 

Wi' steady aim, aome fortooe ebaae ; 
Keen Hope does every sioew brao« ; 
Thro* fair, thro' foul, tbey arge tbe rtoe, 

And seize the prey : 
Then oannie, in some coaie plaoe, 

They dose tbe day. 

And others, like yoar bamble serraa', 
Poor wighU ! nae rules nor roads obaerrin ; 
To right or left, eternal swervin, 

Tbey sig-zag on ; 
Till carst wi' age, obscare an' atarvin, 

Tbey aften groan. 

Alas ! wbat bitter toil an' straining — 
Bat trace wi* peevish, poor oomplaining ! 
Is fortone's fickle Lima waning? 

E'en let her gang ! 
Beneath what ligbt she bas remaining, 

Let's siog oar sang. 

My pen I here fling to tbe door, 

And kneel, ' Ye Pow'rs !' and warm implore 

' Tho' I sbould w ander terra o'er, 

In all her climes, 
Grant me bat this, I ask no more, 

Aye rowtb o' rhymes. 

' Gie dreeping roasts to coantra lairds, 
Till icicles hing frae their beards ; 
Gie fine braw claes to fine life-gaards, 

And maids o' bonoor ; 
And yill an' whisky gie to cairds, 

Until tbey »«roner. 



CHlgUY 800TTISH. 55 

' A title, DempsUr merit* it; 

A garter gie to Willie Pitt; 

Gie wealth to some be-ledger'd cit, 

In oeot. per cent. 
Bat gie me real, Sterling wit, 

And I'm content. 

' Whüe je are pleas'd to keep me hale, 
I'll sit down o'er mj scantj meal, 
Be't water-hrose, or muslin-kait, 

Wi' cheerfa' face, 
As lang' s the Moses dinna fail 

To saj the grace.' 

An anxioas ee I pever throws 
Bebint mj lag, or bj mj nose ; 
I joak beneath misfortane's blows 

As weel's I maj ; 
Sworn foe to sorrow, care, and prose, 

I rhjme awaj. 

O je donce folk, that live bj rnle, 
Grave, tideless-blooded, calm, and cool, 
Compar'd wi* joa — O fool ! fool ! fool ! 

How mach anlike ! 
Yoar bearts are jast a standing poo], 

Your lives, a djke ! 

Nae hair-brain'd sentimental traoes 
In joor unletter'd, nameless faces ! 
In arioso trills and graces 

Ye never straj, 
Bat, gravissimo, solemn basses 

Ye bam awaj. 

Ye are sae grave, nae doabt je're wise; 

Nae ferlj tho' je do despise 

The hairam-scairum, ram-stam bojs, 

Tbe rattlin sqqad : 
I see joa apward cast jear eye*— 

— Ye kea the road. — 
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Whilst I — bot I shall band me tbere— 
Wi' you I'll scarce gang ony where — 
Then, Jamie, I shall say nae mair, 

Bat qaat my sang, 
Content wi' you to mak a pair, 

Whare'er I gang. 



A DREAM. 



Thoughts, words, and deeds, the Statute blames with reaaon; 
Bat surely dreamt were netr indicted treason. 



[On reading, in the public papers,. the Laureat*! Ode, with 
the other parade of Jone 4 P 1780, the aothor was no aooaer 
dropt asleep, than he imagined himself transported to the 
birth-day levee; and m bis dreaming fancy made the foi- 
lowing Address.] 

Güid-mornin to yoar Majesty! 

May heav'n angment yoar blisses* 
On ev'ry new birth-day ye see ; 

A bamble poet wisbes ! 
My bardship here, at yoar levee, 

On sie a day as this is, 
Is sare an anooath sight to see ; 

Amang the birth-day dresses 

Sae fine this day. 

I see ye're complimented thrang, 

By mony a lord and lady ; 
' God save the king !' 's a euckoo sang 

That's anco easy said aye j 
The poets, too, a venal gang, 

Wi' rhymes weel-turn'd and ready, 
Wad gar you trow ye ne'er do wrang, 

Bat aye anerring steady, 

On sie a day. 
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For ne ! before a monarch's face, 

Ev'n there I winna flatter ; 
For neither pension, post, nor place, 

Am I your homble debtor : 
So, nae reflection od your grace, 

Yoor kingship to bespatter ; 
There's monie wanr been o' the race, 

And aiblina aoe been better 

Tban joa this day. 

Tis very trae, my sov'reign king, 

My skill may weel be doabted : 
Bat facts are chiels that winna ding, 

An' downa be dispated : 
Yoor royal nest, beneath your wing, 

Is e'en rigbt reft an' clonted, 
And now the third part of the string, 

An' less, will gang about it 

Tban did ae day. 

Far be't frae me that I aspire 

To blatne yoor legislation, 
Or say, ye wisdom want, or fire, 

To rnle tbis mighty nation ! 
Bat faith ! I muckle doabt, my Sire, 

Ye've trnsted ministration 
To chaps, wha, in a barn or byre, 

Wad better fill'd their Station 

Than coarts yon day. 

And now ye've gien aold Britain peace, 

Her broken shins to plaster ; 
Yoor sair taxation does her fleece, 

Till she has scarce a tester ; 
For me, thank God, my life's a lease, 

Nae bargain wearing faster, 
Or, faith ! I fear, that wi' the geese, 

I shortly boost to pastare 

V the craft some day. 
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Yet afl a ragged cowte'a been known 

To mak a noble ahm ; 
So, ye may doaoely fill a throne, 

For a' their oliahmaolaver : 
There, bim* at Agincottrt wha shone, 

Few better were or braver ; 
And yet, wi' fanny, qaeer Sir Johnf, 

He was an qboo shaver 

For monie a day. 

For yoa, right rev'rend Osnabarg, 

Nane sets tbe lawßrskem sweeter, 
Althoagb a ribbon at yoor log 

Wad been a dreas completer : 
As ye djsown yon pangbty dog 

Tbat bears tbe keys of Peter, 
Theo, swith ! an' get a wife to bog, 

Or, trouth ! ye'll stain tbe mitre 
Some laokless day. 

Young, royal Tarty Breehs, I learn, 

YeVe lately eome atbwart her ; 
A glorioos galleyX, stem an' stern, 

Weel riggM for Venus* barter ; 
Bat first hang 00t, that she'll discern 

Yonr hymeneal Charter, 
Then heave aboard your grapple airn, 

An', large opo' her quarter, 

Come fall that day. 

Ye, lastly, bonnie blossoms a', 

Ye royal lasses dainty, 
Heav'n mak yoa guid as weel as braw, 

And gie yoa lads a-plenty : 

• King Henry V. 

t Sir John Falstaff : vide Shakspeare. 

t A Unding to the newspaper account of a cerfain royal 
ilor*8 amonr. 
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There, lanely, by tbe ingle-cheek, 
I sat and ey'd the spewing reek, 
That fill'd, wi' hoast-provoking smeek, 

The aald clay biggin ; 
An' heard the restless rattons sqneak 

About the riggin. 

All in this mottie, misty clime, 
I backward mus'd on wasted time, 
How I bad spent my yonthfa' prime, 

An' done nae-thing, 
Bat stringin blethers ap in rhyme, 

For fools to sing. 

Had I to guid advice bat harkit, 
I might, by this, hae led a market, 
Or strntted in a bank, an' clarkit 

My cash acconnt : 
While here, half-mad, half-fed, half-sarkit, 

Is a' th' amount 

I started, matt'ring, blookhead! coof ! 
And heav'd on high my waukit loof, 
To swear.by a' yon starry roof, 

Or some rash aith, 
That 1, henceforth, wonld be rhyme-proof 

Till my last breath— 

When click ! the string the snick did draw ; 
And jee ! the door gaed to the wa' ; 
An' by my ingle-lowe I saw, 

Now bleezin bright, 
A tight, ontlandish Hizzie, braw, 

Come fall in sight. 

Ye needna donbt, I held my whisht ; 
'the ipfant aith, half-form'd, was crosbt ; 
I glowr'd as eerie's I'd been dasht 

In some wild glen ; 
When sweet, like modest worth, she blutht, 

And «tepped ben. 
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Green, slender, leaf-clad kolfy-bouglu 
Were twisted, graoefa'* roaid Der brows j 
1 toök her for some Scottish Mute, 

By that same token ; 
An' come to stop those reckless ? ows, 

Wou'd soon been broken. 

A ' hair-brain'd, sentimental traoe,' 
Was strongly marked in her face ; 
A wildly-witty, ruatio grace 

Shone fall upon her ; 
Her eye, e'en tarn'd on empty Space, 

Beam'd keen with honoor. 

Down flow'd her robe, a tartan sheen ; 
Till half a leg was scriraply seen ; 
And such a leg ! my bonnie Jean 

Could only peer it ; 
Sae stranght, sae taper, tight, and clean* 

Nane eise cam near it. 

Her mantle large, of greenish hue, 

My gazing wonder chiefly drew ; 

Deep lights and shades, bold-mingling, threw 

A lußtre grand ; 
And seem'd, to my astonish'd view, 

A well known land. 

Here, rirers in the sea were lost ; 
Tbere, monntains to the skies were tost : 
Here, tnmbling billows mark'd the coast, 

With snrging foam ; 
TSfeere, distant shone Art's lofty boast, 

The lordly dorne. 

Here, Doon ponr'd down bis far-fetch'd floods ; 
There, well-fed Irwine stately thnds : 
-Auld hermit Ayr staw thro' his woods, 
F~ On to the shore ; 

Ana uuaty a tosser torrent soads, 

With seeminfc tow. 
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There, where a soepter'd Pictish shade* 
Stalk'd round bis ashes lowly laid, 
I mark'd a martial race, pourtray'd 

In colours strong ; 
Bold, »oldier-featar'd, aodiimay'd 
They strode along. 

Thro' many a wild, romantic grove t, 
Near inany a herinit-fancy'd cove, 
(Fit haunts for friendship or for love) 

In musing mood, 
An ßgedjudge, I saw him rove, 

Dispensing good* 

With deep-struck reverential awef 
The learned sire and son I saw, 
To Nature's God and Nature's law 

They gave their lore, 
This, all its soorce and end to draw, 

That, to adore. 

Brydone's brave ward § I well could spy, 
Beneath old ScotiaB srailiog eye ; 
Who call'd on fame, low standing by, 

To band him on, 
Where many a patriot name on high, 

And hero shone. 



* Coilas, king of the Picts, from wbom the district of 1 
is said to take his name, lies baried, as tradition says, 
the family-seat of the Montgomeries of Coil's-fleld, wher 
burial-place is still shown. 

t Barnkimming, the seat of the Lord Justice Clerk (Mil 

% Catrine, the seat of the late Doctor, and present Prof« 
Stewart. 

§ Colonel Fullarton. 
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DDAN SECOMD. 



With mnsing-deep, astonish'd stare, 
I view'd the heav'nly-seemiiig/air; 
Ä whisp'ring throb did witness bear, 

Of kindred sweet, 
When with an eider sister's air 

She did me greet. 

' All hail ! my own inspired bard ! 
In me tbj native muse regard ! 
Nor longer monrn tby fate is hard, 

Thas poorly low ! 
I come to giire thee such reward 

As we bestow, 

' Know, the great getmu of this land 
Has many a light, aerial band, 
Who, all beneath his high command, 

Harmonioosly, 
As arts or arms they widerstand, 

Their laboars ply. 

* They Scotiaa race among thera sbare ; 
Some fire the soldier on to dare ; 
Some rouse the patriot op to bare 

Corrnption's heart : 
Some teach the bard, a darling care, 

The tonefnl art. 

' 'Mong swelling floods of reeking göre, 
They, ardent, kindling spirits pour j 
Or, 'mid the renal senate's roar, 

They, sightless, stand, 
To mend the honest patriot lore, 

And grace the land. 

VOL. I. f 
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( Of these am I — Coila my name ; 
And this diitrict as mine I claim, 
Where once the CampbeUs, ehiefs of fame, 

Held raliog pow'r : 
I mark'd thy embryo tnnefal flame, 

Thy natal hoar. 

' With fatare hope, I oft woald gaze 
Fond, on tby Utile early ways, 
Thy rndely earoll'd chiming phrase, 

In uncouth rhymes, 
Fir'd at the simple, artless lays 

Of other times. 

' I saw theo seek the sonnding sbore, 
Delighted with the dashing roar ; 
Or when the north his fleecy störe 

Drove thro' the sky, 
I saw grim natare's visage hoar, 

Strack thy yonng eye. 

' Or when the deep green-mantl'd earth 
Warm-cherish'd ev'ry flow'ret's birth. 
And joy and mnsic ponring forth 

In ev'ry grove, 
I saw thee eye the gen'ral mirth 

With bonndless love. 

' When ripen'd fields and azure skies, 
Call'd forth the reaper's rnstling noise, 
I saw thee leave their ev'ning joys, 

And lonely stallt, 
To rent thy bosom's swelling rise 

In pensive walk. 

* When youthful love, warm-blushiog, strong, 
Keen-shi?ering shot thy nerves along, 
Those accents grateful to thy tongue, 

Th' adored Name, 
I taaght thee how to ponr in song, 

To soothe tby Haine. 
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' I saw thy pulse's maddening play, 
Wild send thee pleasure's deYioos way, 
Misled by fancy's meteor ray, 

By passion driven ; 
Bat yet the ligkt that led astray 

Was üght from beaveo. 

• 1 taaght thy manners-painting strains, 
Tbe loves, the ways of simple swains, 
Till, now, o'er all my wide domains 

Thy fame extends ; 
And some, the pride of Coilas plains, 

Beoome thy friends. 

' Thon canst not learn, nor oao I show, 
To paint with Thomson 1 * landacape-glow ; 
Or wake the bosom-melting throe, 

With Shenstone's art ; 
Or ponr, with Gray, the moving flow 

Warm on the heart. 

* Yet all beneath th* unrivaH'd rose, 
The lowly daisy sweetly blows ; 

Tho' large the forest'» monarch throws 

His army shade, 

Yet green the joicy bawthoro grows, 

Adown the glade. 

' Theo never mormur nor repine ; 
Strive in thy hamble sphere to shine ; 
And trast me, not Potosi's mine, 

Nor kings' regard, 
Can gire a bliss o'ermatchbg thine, 

A rustic Bord. 

* To give my ooansels all in one, 
Thy tunefol flame still carefal fan ; 
Preserve the Dignity of Man, 

With soul erect ; 
And trast, the Universal Plan 

Will all protect. 



CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. 09 

' And wear fhou this'—she solemn said, 
And bound ihe Holly round my head : 
The polish'd leaves, and berries red, 

Did rnstling play ; 
And, like a passing thought, sbe fled 

In ligbt away. 



ADDRESS TO THE ÜNCO GUID ; 

OB, 

THE RIGIDLY RIGHTEOUS. 



My son, these maxims make a rale, 

And lump them aye thegither; 
The Rigid Righteous u a fool, 

The Rigid Witt anither : 
The cleanest com that e'er was dight 

May hae 8ome pyles o' caff in : 
So ne'er a feUow-creatnre slight 

For random fit8 o* dnffin. 

Solomon.—Eccles. eh. vii. ver. 16. 



O V E wha are sae gnid yonrsel, 

Sae pions and sae boly, 
Ye've nonght to do bat mark and teil 

Your neebonr's faolts and folly ! 
Whase life is like a weel-gaun mill, 

Sopply'd wi' störe o' water, 
Tbe beapet happer's ebbing still, 

And still the clap plays clatter. 

Hear me, ye venerable core, 

As connsel for poor mortals, 
That frequent pass doace Wisdoin's door, 

For glaikit Folly's portals ; 
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I, for tbeir thoaghtless, oareless sakes, 
Would here propone defences, 

Their donsie tricks, their black mistakes, 
Their failings and mischances. 

Ye see yonr state wi' their's compar'd, 

And shudder at the uiffer, 
Bat cast a raoment's fair regard, 

What maks the mighty differ ; 
Discount what scant occasion gave 

That parity ye pride in, 
And (wbat's aft mair than a' the lave) 

Your better art o' hiding. 

Think, when yonr castigated pnlse 

Gies oow and then a wallop, 
What raging must his veins convalse, 

That still eternal gallop : 
Wi* wind and tide fair i' your teil, 

Rigbt on ye send yonr sea-way ; 
Bat in the teeth o' baith to sail, 

It maks an anco lee-way. 

See social life and glee sit down, 

All joyoas and anthinking, 
Till, qaite transraagrify'd, they're grown 

Debanchery and drinking : 
O, wonld they stay to calcnlate 

Th' eternal consequences ; 
Or yonr more dreaded bell to state, 

Damnation of expenses ! 

Ye high, exalted, virtnoas dames, 
• Ty'd np in godly laces, 
Before ye gie poorfraiUy names, 

Sappose a change o' cases ; 
A dear lov'd lad, convenience snug, 

A treacberous inclination — 
Bat, let me wbisper i' yonr lag, 

Ye're aiblins nae temotation. 
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K********* lang may grnnt an* graue/ 

Ad' sigh, an' sab, an' greet her lane, 

An' cleed her bairns, man, wife, an' wean, 

In monrning weed ; 
To dealh, she's dearly paid the kane, 

Tarn Samson's dead ! ■ 

The brethren of the mystio level 
May hing tbeir head in woefn' bevel, 
While by their nose the tears will revel, 

Like ony bead ; 
Death's gien the lodge an anco devel : 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 

When winter muffles np his cloak, 
And binds the mire like a rock ; 
When to the longhs the cnrlerg flock 

Wi' gleesome speed, 
Wha will they Station at the cock ? 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 

He was the king o' a' the core, 
To gaard, or draw, or wick a bore, 
Or np the rink like Jehu roar 

In time of need ; 
Bat now he lag« on death's hog-score, 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 

Now safe the stately sawmont sail, 
And tronts bedropp'd wi' crimson hail, 
And eels weel ken'd for souple tail, 

And geds for greed, 
Since dark in death's ßsh-creel we wail 

Tarn Samson dead ! 

Rejoice, ye birring paitricks a' ; 
Ye cootie moorcocks, crousely craw ; 
Ye mankins, cock your fad fa' braw, 

Withoaten dread ; 
Yoar morta] fae ia now awa, 

Tarn Samson* s dead\ 
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When August winds tbe heather wave, 
And sportsmen wander by yon grave, 
Three volleys let bis mem'ry crave 

O' poutber an' lead, 
Till Echo answer frae her cave, 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 

Heav'n rest bis saul, whare'er be be ! 
Ig th' wish o' mony mae lhan me ; 
He had twa faulte, or maybe three, 

Yet wbat remead ? 
Ae social honest man want we : 

Tarn Samson's dead ! 



THE EPITAPH. 

Tam Samson's weel-worn clay here lies, 

Ye canting zealots, spare bim ! 
If honest wtfrth in beaven rise, 

Ye'll mend or ye win near bim. 

PER CONTRA. 

Go, fame, an' eanter like a filly 
- Thro' a' the streets an' nenks o' Kütie*, 
Teil ev'ry social, honest billie 

To cease bis grievin, 
For yet, anskaith'd by deatb's gleg gnllie, 

Tom Samson's livtn. 

• Killte is a phrase the country-folks sometimes ose f< 
Kilmarnock. 
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HALLOWEEN ♦. 



w following poem will, by many readers, be well enoagh 
mderstood; bat for the sake offhose who are unacquainted 
irith the mannen and traditions of the conntry where the 
tcene is cast, notes are added, to give some aceonnt of the 
jwincipal charms and spells of that night, so big with pro- 
»heey to the peasantry in the west of Scotland. The passion 
>f prying into futuriiy makes a striking part of the history 
»f human natnre in its rüde State, in all ages and nations ; 
and it may be some entertainment to a Philosophie mind 
if any such shonld hononr the aathor with a perosal), to 
see the remains of it, among the more nnenlightened in 
oor own.] 



Yes ! let the rieh deride, the proud disdain, 
The simple pleasores of the lowly train; 
To me more dear, congenial to my heart, 
One native charm, than all the gloss of art. 

GoUtmith. 



Upon that night, when fairies light 

On Cassilis Downansf dance, 
Or owre the lays, in splendid blaze, 

On sprightly coursers prance ; 
Or for Colean the route is ta'en, 

Beneath the moon's pale bearos ; 
Tbere, up the covt%, to stray an' rove 

Amang the rocks and streams 

To sport that night. 

• Is thonght to be a night when witches, devils, and other 
üschief-making beings, are all abroad on their baneful, mid- 
ight errands; particnlarly those aerial people, the fairies, are 
iid on that night to hold a grand anniversary. 
t Certain little, romantic, rocky, green hüls, in the neigh- 
oorhood of the ancient seat of the Earls of Cassilis. 
1 A noted cavern near Colean-house, called the Cove of 
lolean; which, as Cassilis Down ans, is famed in covmVry 
tory for being a favoarite baant of fairies. 
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Amang the bonnie winding banks 

Where Doon rins, wimplin, clear, 
Wbere Bruce* ance rnl'd tbe martial ranks, 

An' shook bis Carrich spear, 
Some merry, friendly, countra folks, 

Together did convene, 
To burn their nits, an' pou tbeir Stocks, 

An' band their Halloween 

Fu' blythe that night. 

The lasses feat, an' cleanly neat, 

Mair braw than when they're fine ; 
Their faces blythe, fu' sweetiy kythe, 

Hearts leal, an' warm, an' kin': 
The lads sae trig, wi' wooer-babs, 

Weel knotted on tbeir garten, 
Some iinco blate, an' some wi' gabs, 

Gar, lasses' hearts gang startin 

Whiles fast at night. 

Then first and foremost, thro' the kail, 

Their Stocks \ mann a' be sought ance j 
They steek tbeir een, an' graip an' Wale, 

For mackle anes an' straught anes. 
Poor hav'rel Will feil äff the drift, 

An' wander'd thro' the bow-hail, 
An' pow't, for want o' better shift, 

A runt was like a sow tail, 

Sae bow't that night. 

* The famous family of that name, the ancestors of Robert, 
the great deliverer of tri» country, were Earls of Carrick. 

t The first ceremony of Halloween is, pnlling each a stock, 
or plant of kail. They must go ont, hand in hand, with eye» 
shut, and pull the first they raeet with : its being big or Utile, 
straight or crooked, is prophetic of the size and shape of the 
grand object of all their spells— the husband or wife. If any 
yird, or earth, stick to the root, that is tocher, or fortnne; and 
the taste of the atstoc, that is, the heart of the stem, is indica- 
tive of the natural teinpcr and disposition. Lastly, the stems, 
or, to give them tbeir ordinary appeUaÜon, the rwus, are 
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fben, stranght, or orooked, yird or nane, 

They roar an' cry a' throa'ther ; 
Tbe vera wee tbings, todlin, rin 

Wi' stocks out-owre their sboatber ; 
Ad' gif tbe aufoc's sweet or soar, 

Wi' joctelegs they taste them ; 
Syne coziely, aboon tbe door, 

Wi' cannie care, tbey place tbem 
To He that night. 

Tbe lasse3 staw frae' mang tbem a' 

To poa tbeir stalks o' com*; 
Bat Rab slips out, an' jinks aboat, 

Bebint tbe mnckle thorn : 
He grippet Nelly hard an' fast ; 

Lond skirl'd a' the lasses ; 
Bat her tap-pickle taust was lost, 

When kiottlin in the faase-houset 
Wi' bim that night. 

Tbe aold guidwife's weel-hoordet nits% 

Are roond an' round divided, 
An' monie lads' and lasses' fates 

Are there that night decided : 

placed somewhere above the head of the door; and the Chris- 
tian names of the people whom chance brings into the house, 
are, according to the priority of placing the runts, the names 
in question. 

* They go to the barn-yard, and pull each, at three several 
times, a stelle of oats. If the third stalk wants the top-pickle, 
that is, the grain at the top of the stalk, the party in question 
will come to the marriage-bed any thing bat a maid. 

t When the com is in a doabtfnl stete, by being too green, 
or wet, the stack-bailder, by means of old timber, &c, makes 
a large apartment in bis Stack, with an opening in the side 
wbich is fairest exposed to the wind : this he calls a fause- 
houst. 

% Burning the nots is a famoas charm. They name the lad 
and lass to each particolar not, as they lay them in the fire, 
and accordingly as they bnrn qaietly together, or Start ftovcv 
beside one another, tbe coane and issne of the co\xt\s\v\v 
will be. 
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Some kindle, coathie, side by side, 

An* barn thegither trimly ; 
Some start awa wi' sancy pride, 

And jump oat-owre tbe chimlie 

Fa' high that night. 

Jean slips io twa, wi' teotie ee ; 

Wha 'twas, ghe wadna teil ; 
Bat this is Joch, and this is me, 

She says in to hersei : 
He bleez'd owre her, an' she owre hinv 

As they wo nid never mair part ; 
Till fuff ! he started np the lnm, 

An' Jean had e'en a sair heart 

To see't that night. 

Poor Willie, wi' his bow-kail runt, 

Was brunt wi' primsie Mallie, 
An' Mallie, nae doubt, took the drant, 

To be compar'd to Willie : 
Mall's nit lap ont wi' pridefn' flieg, 

An' her ain fit it brnnt it ; 
While Willie lap, an' swoor byjing, 

'Twas just the way he wanted 
To be that night. 

Neil had the fanse-house in her min', 

She pits hersei an* Rob in ; 
In loving bleeze they sweetly join, 

Till white in ase tbey're sobbin : 
Nell's heart was danein at the view, 

She wbisper'd Rob to leuk for't : 
Rob, stowlins, prie'd her bonnie moa, 

Fa' cozie in the neak fort, 

Unseen that night. 

Bat Merran sat behint their backs. 
Her thoagbts on Andrew Bell ; 
She leu'es them gashin at tWu CTttfat, 
And slips out by bersel : 




Till «iioelliing litlrf nilbin Ihe pat, 

Gdid L — d ! bul »lie was ijuikU ! 
But whetüet t«B! Ihe dei! himiel, 



Ont-tbro* Ihit nigLt. 



* H licev'me osev )■»" 
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Nae donbt bot ye may get a sight ! 

Great cause ye hae to fear it ; 
For monie a ane bas gotten a frigbt, 

An' liv'd an' di'd deleeret 

On sio a night. 

' Ae hairst afore the Sherra-moor, 

I mind't as weel's jestreen, 
I was a gilpey then, I'm sare 

I wftsna past fyfteen : 
The »immer had been caald an' wat, 

An' staff was unco green ; 
An' aye a rantin kirn we gat, 

An' jnst on Halloween 

It feil that night. 

* Our stibble-rig was Rab M'Graen, 

A clever, stardy fallow ; 
His sin gat Eppie Sim wi' wean, 

That liv'd in Achmacalla : 
He gat hemp-seed*, I mind it weel, 

An' he made nnco light o't ; 
But monie a day was by himsel, 

He was sae sairly frighted 

That vera night.' 

Then np gat fechtin Jamie Fleck, 
An' he swoor by his conscience, 

That he conld saw hemp-seed a peck ; 
For it was a' bat nonsense : 

• Steal ont unperceived, and sow a bandftil of hemp- 
harrowing it with any thing yon can conveniently draw 
yon. Repeat now and then, ' Hemp-seed, I saw thee, 1 
seed, I saw thee; and him (or her) that is to be my trne 
come after me and pou thee.' Look over your left sho 
and yon will see the appearance of the person invoked, 
attitode of pnlling hemp. Some traditions say, * com« 
me, and shaw thee/ that is, show thyself : in which c 

eimply appears. Others onrit the Yivrtovnxii« «nd say, * 

after me, and harrow thee.' 
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The aald guidman raaght down the pock, 

An* oat a handfa' gied bim ; 
'Sjne bad hlm slip frae 'mang the folk, 
Sometime wben nae ane see'd bim, 
An' try't that night. 

He marches thro* amang the Stacks, 

Tbo' he was something startin ; 
The grcap he for a harrow taks, 

An' haorls at bis cnrpin : 
An' e?'ry now an' then be says, 

* Hemp-seed I saw thee, 
An' her that is to be mj lass, 

Come after me, and draw thee, 

As fast this night/ 

He whistl'd np Lord Lenox' maroh 

To keep bis eonrage cheery ; 
Altho' bis hair began to arch, 

He was sae fley'd an' eerie : 
Till presently he bears a sqaeak, 

An' then a grane an' grantle ; 
He bj bis sboatber gae a keek, 

An' tumbl'd wi' a wintle 

Oat-owre that night. 

He roar'd a horrid marder-shoat, 

In dreadfo' desperation! 
An' young an' aald came rinnin out 

To hear tbe sad narration : 
He swoor 'twas hilchin Jean M'Craw, 

Or croncbie Merran Hampbie, 
Till stop ! she trotted thro' them a' ; 

An' wha was it bat Grumphie 

Asteer that night ! 

Meg fain wad to the harn gane 
To ufin ikree weckt* o'- naething * ; 

• This charm mnet likewise be performed «npercerved, maA 
aJone. Yoo go to tbe tarn, and open both doors, tak'vnt 
VOL. I, g 
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Bot for to meet the deil her laue, 

Sbe pat bat little faith in : 
Sbe gies the berd a pickle nits, 

And twa red-cheekit apples, 
To watcb, while for the bam sbe sets. 

In hopes to see Tarn Kipples 
That vera night. 

She turns the kej wi' cannie thraw, 

An' owre the threshold venturea ; 
Bat first on Sawnie gies a ca\ 

Sjne bauldlj in she enters ; 
A ratton rattled np tbe wa', 

An* she cried, L — d preserve her ! 
An* ran thro' midden-hole an' a', 

An' pray'd wi' zeal an' fervoor, 
Fa' fast that night. 

They hoy't oat Will, wi* sair advice ; 

They becbt bim some fine braw ane ; 
It chanc'd the stock he faddomd thrice * 

Was timmer-propt for thrawin : 
He taks a swirlie auld moss-oak, 

For some black, grousome carlin ; 
An' loot a winze, an' drew a stroke, 

Till skin in blypes came haarlin 

Äff 's nietes that night. 

them off the hinge«, if possible; for there is dangei 
ieing about to appear, may shut the doors, and do 
mischtet. Then take that instrnment ased in wini» 
com, which, in onr coontry dialect, we call a »«dl 
throagh all the attitudes of letting down coro af 
wind. Repeat it three times ; and the third time j 
tion will pass throogh the barn, in at the windy < 
out at the other, having both tbe figure in question 
appearance or retinae, marking the employment or 
life. 

* Take an opportunity of going, nnnoticed, to a 2 
and fathom it three times round. The last fathom < 
ttoe, you will catch in yoar arms the appearano 
fytare coajagal yoke-feliow. 
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A wantoo widow Leezie was. 

As canty as a kittlen ; 
But och ! tbat night, amang the shaws, 

She got a fearfo' seit] in ! 
She thro' the whins, an* bj the cairn, 

An' owre the hill gaed scrieyin, 
Whare tkree leurds' lands met at a burn *, 

To dip her left sark-sleeve in, 

Was bent tbat night 

Whyles owre a linn the burnie plays, 

As thro' the glen it wimpl't ; 
Whyles round a rockj scar it strays ; 

Whyles in a wiel it dimpl't j 
Whyles glitter'd to the nightly rays, 

Wi' bickering, dancing dazzle; 
Whyles cookit onderneath the braes, 

Below the spreading hazel, 

Unseen that night. 

Amang the brachens, on the brae, 

Between her an' the moon, 
The deil, or eise an ontler qney, 

Gat np an' gae a croon : 
Poor Leezie's heart maist lap the hool ; 

Near lav'rock height she jnmpit, 
Bat mist a fit, an' in the pool 

Oat-owre the lags she plampit, 

Wi' a plnnge that night. 

In order, on the clean hearth-stane, 
The luggies threet are ranged, 

* -Yoa go oot, one or more (for thls is a social spell), to a 
sooth running spring or rivnlet, where * three lairds' lands 
ueet,' and dip yonr left shirt sleeve. Go to bed in sight of a 
Are, and hang yonr wet sleeve before it to dry. Lie awake ; 
and soroe time nearmidnight, an apparition, having the exact 
fignre of the grand object in qnestion, will come and tarn the 
•leere, as if to dry the other side of it. 

t Take three dishes ; pnt clean water in one, foul watet \u 
another, leave the third empty: blindfoid a penon, and \ewl 



Sin Mars year did desire, 
He cause lie R al tbe lonm dish ibrice, 
He Lear'd thera ad the üre 

In wratb lliat aigliL 

Wi' uierrv sanRj, an' friendly cractia, 
I wall'heyJi'lnswearj-; 

Till h.itl.ril .((-'«.«■*. wi - fn.ial li.nl, 
Sei a' lliair gabj a sfeerin; 
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I lasllv was with Cnrtis, siraonj; Ihe Hosting I 
And Ibere I left Tor »itneues U arm and ■ li 
Yel let mj conotry need me. with. Elliot to b< 
i'd elattcr on mj itump* al ihe aonnd nf tho < 
Luide davdlt 

And now, tbo" I tonst b«g, with a wooden arm 
And man; a latter'd r»g hanging oier mj bm 
I'm M happj with mi wallet, my bottle, ud n 
As wben I na'd in aoarlat to foilow the drnra, 
Laldt dsmdit 

What lliu' with hoarj looki, I musi (Und tl 

Beneath tbe nood« ud rock», oftenlimea for 
When the totber bag I teil, and the totoer bc 
I could meet a troop of hotl st tho sound of I 



He ended ; and Ihe kebtrs shank 

Aboon the ehoma roar ; 
White Irighted rattana backward le 

And seek the benmoat bore : 
A fairj oddler frae tbe nenk, 

Heskirl'dootencore! 
Bat np arme Ihe luartial*« ehnok, 

And laid the loud aproar. 



Tube,—' SoldUr LaddU.' 

I ONCE was a inald, tho' I onnnot teil when. 
And still tn_y delight ii in proper juunp men 
Same one uf a troop of dragoooa was m; dad 
No wooder I'm fond of ■ aödger taddie. 

Sing, Lal de im 
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;of mj loves was a swaggering blade, 
i the thundering dram was bis trade ; 
was so tight, and bis cbeek was so ruddy, 
rted I was with my sodger laddie. 

Sing, Lal de lal, &e. 

goodlj old cbaplain left him in the lorch, 
word I forsook for the sake of the charcb, 
nr'd the soul, I risked the body, 
ten 1 provM false to inj sodger laddie. 

Sing, Lal de lal, &c. 

n I grew sick of the sanctified sot, 
iment at large for a hosband I got ; 
e gilded spontoon to the fife I was ready, 
do more bat a sodger laddie. 

Sing, Lid de lal, &o. 

peace it reduc'd me to beg in despair, 
et my old boy at a Cnnningbam fair, 
s regimental they flotter 'd sae gaudy, 
rt it rejoic'd at my sodger laddie. 

Sing, Lal de lal, &c. 

w I bave liv'd — I know not how long, 

1 1 oan join in a cnp or a song ; 

Ist with both hands I can hold the glass steady, 

to thee, my hero, my sodger laddie. 

Sing, Lal de lal, &c. 

HECITATIVO. 

Merry Andrew, ia the neuk 
t guzzling wi' a tinkler hizzie ; 

mind't na wha the chorus took, 
itween themselves they were sae bizzy ; 
ngth, wi' drink and conrting dizzy, 
j stoiter'd up and made a face ; 

torn'd and laid a smaok on Grizzy, 
ne tun'd bis pipes wi' grave grimace. 
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And dow inv conclosion I'll teil. 

For f.ilh'rm conlbundedly drr, 

Th( chiel tlial's * fnol for himsef. 

Gade L—ä, is far daCtef tinii 1. 
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KECITATIVO. 



Theo niest ontspak a rancle carlin, 
Wba kent fa* weel to cleek the Sterling, 
For monie a pnrsie she had hooked, 
And had in monie a well been docket ; 
Her dove had been a Highland laddie, 
Bat weary fa' the waefu' woodie ! 
Wi' sighs and sabs, she thns began 
To waU her braw John Highlandman : 

AIR. 

TONE, — ' O, an' ye were dead, gudemanS 

A Highland lad my loye was born, 
The Lawlan' laws he held in scorn ; 
Bnt be still was faitbfa' to his clan, 
My gallant braw John Highlandman. 

CHORUS. 

Sing, hey, my braw John Highlandman ! 
Sing, ho, my braw John Highlandman ! 
There's no a lad in o* the lan' 
Wo» matchfor my John Highlandman, 

With his philibeg and tartan plaid, 
And gnde claymore down bj his side, 
The ladies' bearts he did trepan, 
Mj gallant braw John Highlandman. 

Sing, hey, &c. 

We ranged a' from Tweed to Spey, 
And liv'd like lords and ladies gay ; 
For a Lawlan* face he feared nane, 
My gallant braw John Highlandman. 

Sing, hey, 6t c. 
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They banish'd him beyond tbe sea, 
Bot ere tbe bud was on the tree, 
Adown my cheeks tbe pearls ran, 
Erabracing my John Highland man. 

Sing, heg, &c. 

Bat, ob ! they catch'd bim at tbe last, 
And boand bim in a dangeoa fast ; 
My carse npon tbem eyery ane, 
They've hang'd my braw John Hightandman. 

Sing, hey, &o. 

And now a widow, I raast moarn 
Tbe pleasares that will ne'er retarn ; 
No eomfort bat a hearty can, 
When I tbink on John Higblandman. 

Sing, Hey, &o. 

RECITAT1VO. 

A pigmy Scraper wi' bis fiddle, 

Wha os d at trysts and fairs to driddle, 

Her strappin limb and gaacy middle 

(He reacb'd nae higher), 
Had bol't bis heartie like a riddle, 

And blawn't on fire. 

Wi' band on haancb, and npward ee, 
He croon'd bis gamat, ane, twa, three, 
Then, in an Arioso key, 

The wee Apollo 
Set äff, wi' Allegretto glee, 

His giga solo. 

AIR. 

Tüne,— ' Whistk o'er the Uwe oV 

Let me ryke up to dight that tear, 
And go wi* me and be my dear, 
And then yoar every care and fear 
Maj wbistle owre the lave o't. 
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CHORUS. 



t am afiddkr to my trade, 
Anda the tunes that e'er I play'd, 
The sweetest still to toife or maid, 
Was whistle o'er the luve o't. 

At kirns and weddings we'se be there, 
And oh ! sae nicely's we will fare ; 
We'U bonse aboat, tili Daddie Care 
Sings whistle owre the lave o't. 

/ am, &c. 

Sae merrily's the banes we'll pyke, 
And son onrsels aboat the dyke, 
And at oar leisare, when ye like, 
We'U whistle owre the lave o't. 

/ am, &o. 

Bat bless me wi* your heav'n o' charms, 
And while I kittle hair on thairms, 
Hanger, caald, and a' sie harms, 
May whistle owre the lave o't. 

/ am, &c. 

RECITATIVO. 

Her charms had strack a stardy Caird, 

As well as poor Gat-scraper ; 
He taks the fiddler by the beard, 

And draws a roosty rapier — 
He swoor, by a' was swearing wortli, 

To spit him like a pliver, • 
Unless he wad from that time forth 

Relinquish her for ever. 

Wi' ghastly ee, poor tweedle-dee 

Upon bis hankers bended, 
And prajr'd forgnee, wi' raefu' face» 

Aad äae the quarrel ended. 
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Bot tbo' his little heart did grieve 
When round the tinker prest her, 

He feign'd to snirtle in his sleeve, 
When thus the Caird address'd her : 

AIR. 
TüNE,— « Clont the Cauldron.' 

My bonnie lass, I work in brass, 

A tinkler is my Station ; 
I've travelt'd round all Christian gronnd 

In this my occupation ; 
I've ta'en the gold, I've been enroll'd 

In many a noble squadron ; 
But vain they search'd, when off I march'd 

To go and clout the cauldron. 

rve ta'en the gold, &c. 

Despise tbat shriihp, that wither'd imp, 

Wi' a' his noise and caprin, 
And tak a share wi' those that bear 

The budget and the apron ; 
And by that stowp, my faith and boup, 

And by tbat dear * Kilbagie, 
If e'er ye want, or raeet wi' scant, 

May I ne'er wat my oraigie. 

And by that ßtoup, &c. 

RECITATIVO. 

The Caird prevail'd — th' unblushing fair 

In his embraces sank, 
Partly wi' loye o'ercome sae sair, 

And partly she was drunk. 
Sir Violino, with an air 

That show'd a man o' spunk, 
Wish'd unison between the pair, 

And made the bottle olunk 

To their health that night 

* A pecalistr sort ot whisky so called ; a freat favourite wit 
Poosie-Namie't, ctubs. 
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tt horch in Cupid shot a shaft 

That play'd a dame a sbavie, 
i'he fiddler rak'd her fore and aft, 

Behint tbe ohioken cavie. 
Her lord, a wight o' * Homer' s craft, 

TW limping wi' the spavie, 
He birpl'd up, and lap like daft, 

And shor'd them Dainty Davie 
O boot that night. 

He was a care-defying blade 

As eyer Bacchus listed, 
Tho' Fortune sair apon him laid, 

His heart she ever miss'd it. 
He had nae wish, bot — to be glad, 
* Nor want — bat when he thirsted ; 
He hated nought bat — to be sad, 

And thus tbe Mose suggested 

His sang that night 

• AIR. 

Tone,—' For a* that, and a' that.' 

I am a bard .of no regard 

Wi' gentlefolks and a' that ; 
Bot Homer-like, the glowran byke, 

Frae town to town I draw that. 

CHORUS. 
For a' that, and a' that, 

And twice as meikle's a J that ; 
Fve lost but ane, Vve twa behin', 

Vve voife enough for a y that. 

I never drank the Moses' stank, 

Castalia's born, and a' that ; 
Bat tbere it streams, and richly reams, 

My Helicon I ca' that. 

For a' that, &c. 

Homer Js allowed to be tbe oldest ballad-singer on tecotA. 



And hiice im auikle'i *' lhal, 

My dtürtal binde, lir da Ihetf gudf. 

Tkty'rt itutceme tUTt.far a' lhat. 



Ja long Ihe bard— and Nausie's wa'i 
ilioolt with a Ibundrr of applaoie, 

Ke-eeho'd froid «ich mouth ; 
fbtj toam'd Iheir pnck», flnd pawn'd (teil 
Niet «osrcelj Jen to co'er Üieir fada. 

To uuench Iheir lowan droolh. 

Fhen owre again, llie jotial Ibranc 



Hct««n bis Im Dcboraha, 
Loiits round (lim, and fnnml [htm 
Joipatieot Tor tbe cliniua. 



CHIEFLY SC0TT1SH. 95 

AIR. 
TONE,—' Saug Mortals, fiü your Glosse*: 

See the smoking bowl before üb, 

Mark oar jovial ragged ring ; 
Round and round take op tbe chorus, 

And in raptures let os sing : 

CHORUS. 

A fig für those bg Um protected ! 

Liberty 3 a glorious feast ! 
Courts for cowards teere erected, 

Churches built to please the priest, 

What is title? What is treasure? 

Wbat is repotation's care ? 
If we lead a life of pleasnre, 

'Tis no matter, bow or where ! 

A fig, &c. 

Witb tbe ready trick and fable, 

Round we wander all tbe day; 
And at nigbt, in barn or stable, 

Hng oar doxies on tbe bay. 

A fig, &c. 

Does tbe train-attended carriage 

Thro' the coontry lighter rove ? 
Does the sober bed of marriage 

Witness brigbter scenes of love ? 

A fig, &c. 

Life is all a variorum, 

We regard not bow it goes ; 
Let tbem cant about decornm 

Who have cbaracters to lose. 

A fig, fite. 
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Here's to budgete, bags, and wallets ! 

Here's to all the wandering train ! 
Here's onr ragged brate and callete ! 

One and all ory out, Amen ! 

Ä fig, &c. 



THE AULD FARMER'S 
NEW-YEAR MORNING SALUTATION 

TO 

3$is aulQ Jttare JÄaggie, 

On giving her the accustomed Ripp of Com to htotsel 
in the New Year, 

A GuiD New-year I wish tbee, Maggie ! 
Hae, there's a ripp to thy aold baggie : 
Tho' thou's howe-backit, now, an' knaggie, 

I've seen the day, 
Thon conld hae gane like onie staggie 

Oat-owre the lay. 

Tho' now thou's dowie, stiff, an' crazy, 
An' thy aald hide's as white's a daisy, 
I've seen thee dappl't, sleek, and glaizie, 

A bonnie gray : 
He shoold been tight that daur't to rtdze tbee, 

Ance in a day. 

Thon ance was i' the foremost rank, 
A filly bnirdly, steeve, an* swank, 
An' »et weel down a shapely shank, 

As e'er tread yird ; 
An' could hae flown oat-owre a stank, 

Like onie bird. 
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dow gome nine-an'-twenty year, 
thou was my guid-fatber's meere; 
ö gied me thee, o' tocber clear, 
An' fifty mark ; 
Tho* it was sma', 'twas weel-won gear, 
An' thon was stark. 

When first I gaed to woo my Jenny, 
Ye theo was trottin wi' yoar minnie : 
Tho' ye was trickie, slee, an' fannie, 

Ye ne'er was donsie ; 
Bat hamely, tawie, quiet, an' oannie, 

An' unco sonsie. 

That day ye pranc'd wi' mockle pride, 
Wben ye bnre harne my bonnie Bride; 
An* sweet an' gracefo' she did ride, 

Wi' maiden air ! 
Kyle Stewart I conld bragged wide, 

For sie a pair. 

Tho' now ye dow bot hoyte and bobble, 
An' wintle like a saamont-coble, 
That day ye was a jinker noble, 

For heels an' win' ! 
An' ran tbem tili tbey a' did wauble, 

Far, far behin'. 

When thou an' I were yoang and skeigh, 

An' stable-meals at fairs were dreigh, 

Uow thon wad prance, an' enore, an' skreigh, 

An' tak tbe road ! 
Town's bodies ran, and stood abeigh, 

An' ca't thee mad. 

When thon was corn't, an' I was mellow, 
We took the road aye like a swallow : 
At Brooses thon had ne'er a fellow, 

For pith an* speed ; 
Bat ey'ry tail thon pay't them bollow, 

Wbare'er thou gaed« 
toi. i. H 
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The sma\ droop-rumpl't, hanter cattle, 
Might aiblins waur't thee for a brattle ; 
Bat sax Sootoh miles thoa try't their mettle» 

An' gart them whaizle ; 
Nae whip nor spar, bat just a wattle 

O' saagh or hazel. 

Thoa was a noble ßtiie-lan\ 

As e'er in tag or tow was drawn ! 

Aft thee an' 1, in aoght hoars gaan, 

On gaid March weather, 
Hae turn'd sax rood beside our han', 

For days thegither. 

Thoa never braindg't, an' fecb't, an* fliskit, 
Bat tby aald tail thoa wad bae whiskit, 
An' spread abreed tby weel-6ü'd brisket, 

Wi' pitb an' pow'r, 
Till spritty knowes wad rair't and risket, 

An' slypet owre. 

When frosts lay lang, an' snaws were deep, 
An' threaten'd labour back to keep, 
I gied thy cog a wee-bit beap 

Aboon the timmer ; 
I keo'd my Maggie wadna sleep 

For that, or simmer. 

In cart or oar thou never reestit ; 

The steyest brae thoa wad hae face't it : 

Thoa never lap, and sten't, and breastit, 

Then stood to blaw ; 
Bat jast tby step a wee thing hastit, 

Thoa snoov't awa. 

My pleugh is now tby bairn-time a' : 
Four gallant brntes as e'er did draw ; 
Forbye sax mae, I've sell't awa, 

That tbou hast narst : 
They drew me thretteen pand an' tw«, 

The vera wargt. 
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Monie a sair danrk we twa hae wrooght, 
An' wi' the wearj warl' fooght ! 
An' monie an anxious day, I thoogbt 

We wad be beat ! 
Yet here to crazy age we're broaght, 

Wi' something yet« • 

And thinkna, my aald, trusty servan', 
That now perhaps thou'a less deservin, 
An' thy anld days may end in Btarrin, 

For my last/o«, 
A heapit stimpart, 1*11 resenre ane 

Laid by for yoa. 

We've wora to crazy years thegitber ; 
We'll toy te aboot wi' ane anither ; 
Wi' tentie eare l'U flit tby tetfaer 

To some hain'd rig, 
Whare ye may nobly rax yonr leatber, 

Wilsma' fatigue. 



TO A MOUSE, 

ON TURNING HER DP IN HER NEST WITH THE PLOUGH, 

NOVEMBER, 1785. 

Wee, sleekit, cow'rin, tim'rous beastie, 
O, what a panic's in thy breastie ! 
Tboa needna start awa sae basty, 

Wi' bickering brattle ! 
1 wad be laith to rin an' chase thee, 

Wi' murderiag pattle ! 

I'm trnly sorry man's dominion 
Ha» broken Nature's social onion, 
An' jnstifies that ill opinion, 

Wbich maks tbee startle 
At me, thy poor earth-born companion, 

An' fellow-mortal ! 
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I doubtna, whyles, bot thou may thieve ; 
Wbat then ? poor beastie, tbon mann live ! 
A daitnen-icher in a thrave 

'S a sma' reqaest : 
I'ü get a blessin wi' the lave, 

And never miss't ! 

Thy wee bit kousie, too, in rnin ! 
Its silly wa's the win's are strewin ! 
An' naething, now, to big a new ane, 

O* foggage green ! 
An' bleak December's winds ensoin, 

Baith snell an' keen ! 

Tbon saw the fields laid bare an' waste, 
An' weary winter comin fast, 
An' cozie here, beneath the blast, 

Thoo thonght to'dwell, 
Till crash ! the crael coulter past, 

Oat-thro' thy cell. 

That wee bit heap o' leaves an' stibble, 
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble ! 
Now thou's turn'd out, for a' thy trooble, 

Bat honse or bald, 
To thole the wikter's sleety dribble, 

An' cranrench canld ! 

Bat, Moasie, thou art no thy lane, 
In proring foresight may be vain : 
The best laid scheine» o' ntice an' men, 

Gang aft a-gley, 
An' lea'e ns noaght bat grief and pain, 

For promis'd joy. 

Still thou art blest, compar'd wi' me / 
The present only toucheth thee : 
Bat, och ! I backward cast my ee 

On prospeots drear ! 
An' forward, tho' I canna see, 

I gwss an' fear* 
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A WINTER NIGHT. 



Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er yon are, 
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm ! 
How »hall your houseless heads, and unfed sides, 
Yonr loopM and window'd raggedness, defend you 

From seasons such as these 1 

Shakspeare. 



When biting Boreas, feil and donre, 
Sharp shivers thro' the leaOess bow'r ; 
When Phcebus gies a short-liv'd glowr 

Für sonth the lift, 
Dim-dark'ning thro' the flakj show'r, 

Or whirling drift : 

Ae night the storm the steeples rocked, 
Poor labour sweet in sleep was locked, 
Wbile bnrns, wi' snawy wreeths up-choked, 

Wild eddying swirl, 
Or thro* the mining oatlet bocked, 

Down headlong harl. 

List'ning, the doors an* winnocks rattle, 
I thonght me on the onrie cattle, 
Or silly sheep, wha bide this brattle 

O* winter war, 
And thro' the drift, deep-lairing sprattle, 

Beneath a scar. 

II k happing bird, wee, helpless thing, 
That, in the merry months o' spring, 
Delighted me to hear thee sing, 

What comes o' thee ? 
Whare wilt thoa cow'r thy chittering wing, 

An' close thy ee ? 



, aml slieep-co 
ort Forgeta. 



Now Watti in iier niiJnii;ht 
Diirk mofD'd, view'd tue drei 
Still orondiog tliotights, a pe 



Sending. like blönd-bounds fron ll 
Woe, Wut, und murder o'er a ll 
Et'q ia liie paacefal rurul vale, 
Trntb, weepinfi, teils llie omumful 

How piraper'd lusnry, llatt'ry bj- liei 
The parasito eropoisoning her car, 
With all the aertile wretc 

Looks o'er proad [iropertj, i 
And Bjes tha airapre rnsti 
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..: »faBOlil.-l- 



And will, a niolhcr's fears ibiink» at tlie rockiug Hui 
Oh je ! wbo, iddIi in beda of down, 
Feel nol a wanl nul nhal yourjelves ereote, 
Tliint, for a moroent, gn bis wretohed f»le, 
Whora friebila nnd fortune quite disown! 
I11-s»li»fied keen »ature's dam'rons call, 

Strelcb'donbiss(rawheUjshiHisc<irt,i ite«p 
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EPISTLE TO DAVIE, 

A BROTHER POET*. 

Janoary, — . 

While winds frae äff Ben-Ltmond blaw > 
And bar the doors wi' driving snaw, 

And hing us owre the ingle, 
I set me down to pass the time, 
And spin a verse or twa o' rhyme, 

In hamely, westlin jingle. 
While frosty wind» blaw in the drift, 

Ben to the cbimla lag, 
I gradge a wee the great folks' gifl, 
That live sae bien an' snag : 
I tent less, and want less 
Their roomy fire-side ; 
Bat hanker and canker, 
To see their cursed pride. 

It's hardly in a body's pow'r, 

To keep, at times, frae being sour, 

To see how things are shar'd ; 
How best o' ohiels are whiles in want, 
While coofs on coantless thoasands rant, 

And kenna how to wair't : 
Bat, Dame, lad, ne'er fasb your head, 

Tho' we hae little gear, 
We're fit to win oar daily bread, 
As lang's we're hale and fier : 
♦ Mair spierna, nor fearnat,' 
Auld age ne*'er mind a feg, 
The last o't, the warst o't, 
18 only for to beg. 

* David Sillar, one of the club at Tarbolton, and autbor o> 
3 volume of poems in the Scottish dialect. 
t Ramsny. 
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To lie in kilns and barns at e'en, 

Wben banes are craz'd, and blaid is tbin, 

18, doubtless, great distress ! 
Yet then content could mak us blest ; 
Ev'n then, sonietimes, we'd snatch a taste 

Of traest happiness. 
The honest heart that's free frae a' 

Intended fraud or gnile, 
However fortune kick the ba', 
Has aje some cause to smile : 
And mind still, you'll find still, 

A com fort this no sma' ; 
Nae mair then, we'Il care then, 
Nae farther can we fa\ 

What tho', like commoners of air, 
We wander oat, we know not where, 

Bat either hoase or hall ? 
Yet natnre's charms, the hüls and woods> 
The sweeping vales, and foaming floods, 

Are free alike to all. 
In days when daisies deck the ground, 

And blaokbirds whistle clear, 
With honest joy our hearts will boand, 
To see the Coming year : 

On braes when we please, then, 

Well sit an' sowth a tone ; 
Syne rhyme till't, we'll time till't. 
And sing't when we hae done. 

It's no in titles nor in rank ; 

It's no in wealth like Lon'on bank, 

To parchase peace and rest ; 
It's no in making mockle mair : 
It's no in books ; it's no in lear, 

To make us traly blest : 
If happiness hae not her seat 

And centre in the breast, 
We may be wise, or rieb, or great > 

Bat Derer can be blest : 



W Be.er-ceaaing; toi] ; 
ThinV je, um «e less blesl (hau they 
Wh. acarcelj lenl n. in Ibeir way, 

Ab bardlj worlti tbfirwhilef 
Alas ! bow ift in baiigblj mond, 

Gort's creBlnrea tbej oppreaa ! 
Or eise, tiegtasting a' that's gnid, 



Then let os oheerlV ocqoiesc 

Nur nmk our acrnitj pleasure 

Bypiningatoiirslale; 
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And flatt'ry I detest) 
Tbis life has joys for yon and I ; 
And joys that riches ne'er oonld boy ; 

And joys the ?ery best. 
Tbere's a' the pleaaures o* the heart, 

The lover an' the frien' ; 
Ye hae yoar Meg, yoar dearest part, 
Apd I my darling Jean ! 
It warms me, it charms me, 
To mention bat her name : 
It heats me, it beets me, 
And sets me a' on flame ! 

O all ye pow'rs who nüe above ; 
O Thou, whose very seif art love! 

Thou know'st my words sincere ! 
The life-blood Streaming tbro' my heart, 
Or my more dear immortal part, 

Is not more fondly dear ! 
When heart-corroding care and grief 

Deprive my sool of rest, 
Her dear idea brings relief 
And solace to my breast. 
Thou Being, All-seeing, 

O hear my fervent pray'r ; 
StHl take her, and make her 
Thy most peculiar care ! 

All hau, ye tender feelings dear ; 
The smile of love, the friendly tear, 

The sympatbetio glow ; 
Long since, this world's thorny ways 
Had namber'd ont my weary days, 

Had it not been for yon ! 
Fate still has blest me with a friend, 

In every care and ill ; 
And oft a more endearing band, 

A tie more tender stUh 
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It lighteng, it brightens 

The tenebrific scene, 
To meet with, and greet witb 

My Davie or my Jean. 

O, how that name inspires my style f 
The words come skelpin rank and file, 

Amaist before I ken ! 
The ready measnre rins as fine, 
As Phcebu8 and the famons Nine 

Were glowrin owre my pen. 
My spaviet Pegasus will Iimp, 

Till ance he's fairly het ; 
And then he'll hilch, and stilt, and jirap, 
An' rin an nnco fit : 

Bat lest then, the beast then, 
Shonld rae this hasty ride, 
1*11 light now, and dight now 
His sweaty, wizen'd hide. 



THE LAMENT. 

OCCASIONED BY THE UNFORTUNATE ISSUE OF A 
FRIEND'S AMODR. 



Alasl how oft does Goodness wound itself, 
And sweet Affectim prove the spring of woe ! 

Home. 



O thod pale orb, that silent shines, 

While care-untroubled mortals sleep! 
Thou seest a wretch that inly pines, 

And wanders here to wail and weep ! 
With woe I nightly vigils keep, 

Beneath thy wan nnwarming beara ; 
And mourn, in lamentation deep, 

How life and love are all a dream. 
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I joyless Tiew thy rays adorn 

The faintly-marked distant hill : 
I joyless view thy trembling hörn, 

Reflected in the gurgling rill : 
My fondly-fluttering heart, be still ! 

Thoa bnsy pow'r, Remembrance, cease ! 
Ah ! must the agonizing thrill 

For ever bar retorning peace ! 

No idly-feign'd poetic pains, 

My sad, love-lorn laraentings claim ; 
No shepherd's pipe — Arcadian strains ; 

No fabled tortares, qaaiot and tarne : 
The pligbted faith ; the mataal flame ; 

The oft attested pow'rs above ; 
The promis'd Father's tender name : 

These were the pledges of my love ! 

Encircled in her clasping arms, 

How have the raptur'd moments flowo ! 
How have I wish'd for fortane's charms, 

For her dear sake, and her's alone ! 
And must I think it ! is she gone, 

My seoret heart' 8 exalting boast ? 
And does she heedless hear my groan ? 

And is she ever, ever lost ? 

Oh ! can she bear so base a heart, 

So lost to honour, lost to trath, 
As from the fondest lover part, 

The plighted hasband of her yoath? 
Alas ! life's path may be nnsmooth ! 

Her way may lie thro' roogh distress ! 
Then, who her pangs and pains will soothe, 

Her sorrows share, and make them less? 

Ye winged hoars that o'er us past f 
Enraptur'd more, the more enjoy'd, 

Yoor dear remembrance in mj breast, 
Mj foadly-tre&sar'd thougbis employ'd. 



Tbe inora thal wams tb' approa 
I see the baue» ia long arraj. 



And wben rov ni^l.lK ■•■ 
Sore-harass'd aal nil 

Mj toil-bflat nerve«, aai 
Keep «Stelling» i>ii!i 

(lr il' [ simulier, lajii'i. 



From suüb a horror-brealUing DlghL 

O ! Iboa bri(jbl queen, wbo o'er lb' exj 

Now higbest reiFrn'st, »illi bonndlesr, 
Oft lias Ibv sileal-mnrking glauce 

ObaeiVd ns, foudly -Band 'ring, strav 
Tlie lime, nnbeeded, sped awaj, 

While loie'rj luxnrious pnlse best hi 
Ernenlli Ibv silver -gteaining ray, 

To msrk'lhe motual-kindling eye. 



Ob! i 



■ Hl 



Again I feel, airain 
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DESPONDENCY. 

Oppress'd with grief, oppress'd with care, 
A borden more than I can bear, 

I sit me down and sigh : 
O life ! thoa art a galliog load, 
Aloog a rongh, a weary road, 

To wretches such as I ! 
Dim backward as I cast my view, 
What sick'ning scenes appear ! 
What sorrows yet may pierce me thro', 
Too justly I may fear ! 
Still caring, despairing, 

Most be my bitter doom ; 
My woes here shall dose ne'er, 
Bat with the closing tomb ! 

Happy, ye sons of bosy life, 
Wbo, eqoal to the bustling strife, 

No other view regard ! 
Ev'n when the wished end's deny'd, 
Yet while the basy means are ply'd, 

They bring their own reward : 
Whilst I, a hope-abandon'd wight, 

Unfitted with an ah*, 
Meet ev'ry sad retarning night, 
And joyless morn the same ; 
You, b.nstling, and justling, 

Forget each grief and pain ; 
I, listless, yet restless, 
Find every prospect vain. 

How blest the Solitary's lot, 
Vfho, aM-forgetting, alMorgot, 
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Within bis humble cell, 
The cavern wild with tangling roots, 
Sits o'er bis newly-gather'd fraits, 

Beside bis crystal well ! 
Or, haply, to his ev'ning thonght, 

By unfrequented stream, 
The ways of men are distant bronght, 
A faint-collected dream : 
While praising, and raising 

His tboaghts to heav'n on high, 
As wand'riDg, meand'ring, 
He views the solemn sky. 

Than I, no lonely hermit plac'd 
Wbere never human footstep trac'd, 

Le88 fit to play the part ; 
The lncky moment to improve, 
And just to stop, and just to move, 

With self-respecting art : 
Bat ah ! those pleasures, loves, and joys, 

Whicb I too keenly taste, 
The Solitary can despise, 
Can want, and yet be blest ! 
He needs not, he heeds not, 

Or human love or bäte, 
Whilst I here must cry here, 
At perfidy ingrate ! 

Oh ! enviable, early days, 

When dancing thoughüess pleasure's maze, 

To care, to gnilt nnknown ! 
How ill exchang'd for riper times, 
To feel the follies, or the crimes, 

Of others, or my own ! 
Ye tiny elves that guiltless sport, 

Like linnets in the bush, 
Ye Utile know the ills ye court, 

Wben manbood is youi vfi&V. 
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Tbe losses, the crosses, 
That active man engage ! 
The fears all, the tears all, 
Of dim-declining age ! 



WINTER. 

% Birg«. 

The wintrj west extends bis blast, 

And hau and rain does blaw ; 
Or, the stormy north sends driving forth 

The blinding sleet and «naw : 
While, tambling brown, the barn comes down, 

And roars frae bank to brae ; 
And bird and beast in covert rest, 

And pass the heartless day. 

" The sweeping blast, the sky o'ercast *," 

The joyless winter-day, 
Let others fear, to me niore dear 

Tb an all the pride of May : 
The tempest's howl, it soothes my soul, 

My griefs it seems to join ; 
The leafle8s trees my fancy please, 

Their fate resembles mine ! 

Thon Pow'r Supreme, whose mighty scheine 

These woes of mine fulfil, 
Here, firm, I rest, they must be best, 

Becaase they are Thy Will ! 
Then all I want (Oh ! do thon grant 

This one request of mine !) 
Since to enjoy thou dost deny, 

Assist me to resign. 

• Dr. Young, 
VOL. /. I 
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THE COTTER'S SATURDAY NIGHT. 

INSCRIBBD TOR.A****, ESQ. 



Let not ambition mock their nseful toil, 
Their homely joys, and destiny obscure ; 

Nor grandeur hear, with a disdainful smile, 
The short but simple annals of the poor. 

Gray. 



My lor'd, my honour'd, mach respected friend ! 

No mercenary bard bis homage pays ; 
With honest pride I scorn each selfish end ; 

My dearest meed, a friend's esteem and praise : 
To yoa I sing, in simple Scottish lays, 

The lowly train in life's sequester'd scene ; 
The native feelings strong, the guileless ways ; 

What A* ** * in a cottage wonld have been ; 
Ah ! tho' his worth unknown, far happier there, I ween, 

November chill blaws lond wi' angry sugh ; 

The short'ning winter-day is near a close ; 
The miry beasts retreating frae the plengh ; 

The black'ning trains o' craws to their repose \ 
The toil-worn Cutter frae his labonr goes, 

This night his weekly moil is at an end, 
Collects his spades, his mattocks, and his hoes, 

Hoping the morn in ease and rest to spend, 
And weary, o'er the moor, his conrse does hameward 
bend. 

At length his lonely cot appears in view, 

Beneath the sbelter of an aged tree ; 
Th' expectant wee-tkings, toddlin, stacher thro' 

To meet their Dad, wi' flichterin noise an' glee. 
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In joutbCn' bloom, love sparkling in her ee, 
Comes hauie. perhaps. to ahe» ■ braw new gnwo, 

Or dipnsit her s*ir-ivon penny-fee, 
To belp her parents deor, il" ihej 1 in WuMii[> In. 
Wi' joy nnfdgn'd brotbera and listen meet. 

An'eaehibr olher's welfare kiadly spiers : 
The social bonrs, swift.-*ing'd, iwnoticd llcel ; 

Eacb teils the uncos tbal ha se<:s nr hears , 
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Gars ü uld eines lock ai 
The yartw miies ii' wi' admonilion duc. 
Their master'» au' tbeir mietrcsa's cuinntand, 

* An' mind theif laboiirj wi' au ejdenl band, 
An' ne'er, tho' oqt o" sigat, to jauk or plaj : 

An' oh ! be s ure to fear the Lord alway ! 
An' rnind jour rfuly, dulj, room an' night. 

Lest in lempUtion'ä ptilli je gang »straj, 

The; never soughl in vjiiu tlint MDjßt the Lord u 
Bot hark l ■ rap comes gently to the door; 

Jenny, w!i;i k-us ll.e r-L.'iir.in^ n' lue nanie, 
Teile bow a neebor lad ciun o'er the moor, 

To do some erranäs, and convoj hei \iaine. 
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The wily mother sees the conscions flame 
Sparkle in Jenny' s ee, and flash her cheek ; 

Wi' heart-struok anxioos care, inqaires his name, 
While Jenny hafflins is afraid to speak ; 

Weel pleas'd the mother hears, it's nae wild, worth- 
less rake. 

Wi' kindly welcome Jenny brings him ben ; 

A strappan yooth ; he taks the mother's eye ; 
Blythe Jenny sees the visit's no ill ta'ee ; 

The father cracks of horses, pleoghs, and kje. 
The yoangster's artless heart o'erflows wi' joy, 

Bat blate and laithfa', scarce can weel behaye ; 
The mother, wi* a woman's wiles, can spy 

What maks the yooth sae bashfn' an' sae grare ; 
Weel pleas'd to think her bairris respected like tbe 
lave. 

O happy love ! where love like this is fonnd t 

O beart-felt raptures ! bliss beyond compare ! 
I've paced mach this weary mortui round, 

And sage experience bids me this declare — 
' If Hearen a draaght of heavenly pleasare spare, . 

One cordial in this melancholy yale, 
'Tis when a youthfol, loviog, modest pair, 

In others arms breathe out the tender tale, 
Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents the ev'njng 
gale.* 

Is there, in homan form, that bears a heart — 

A wretch ! a villain ! lost to love and trath ! 
That can, with stadied, sly, ensnaring art, 

Beiray sweet Jenny* s unsaspecting yooth f 
Carse on his perjar'd arts! dissembling smooth! 

Are honour, virtue, conscience, all exil'd? 
Is there no pity, no relenting roth, 

Points to the parents fondling o'er their child? 
Theo />aints the roin'd maid, and their distraction 
wild? 
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Bat now tbe snpper crowns their simple board, 

Tbe halesome parritch, chief o' Scotias food : 
The sonpe their only Hamide does afford, 

That 'yont the hallan snugly chows her cood : 
The dame brings forth in complimental mood, 

To grace the lad, her weel-hain'd kebback, feil, 
An' aft he's prest, an* aft he ca's it gaid ; 

The frugal wifie, garrnlous, will teil 
How 'twas a towraond aold, sin' lint was i' the bell. 

The cheerfa' sapper done, wi* serions face, 

Tbej, round the ingle, form a circle wide ; 
The sire turns o'er, wi* patriarchal grace, 

The big ha'-Bible, ance his father's pride : 
His bonnet rev'rently is laid aside, 

His lyart hafrets wearing thio an* bare ; 
Those strains that ooce did sweet in Zioo glide, 

He wales a portion with jndicioos oare ; 
And ' Let us worship God !' he sajs, with solemn air. 

They chant their artless notes in simple gnise ; 

They tnne their hearts, by far the noblest aira : 
Perhaps Dundee's wild warbling measares rise, 

Or piain tive Martyrs, worthy of the name : 
Or noble Elgin beets the heav'nward flame, 

The sweetest far of Scotia'* holy lays : 
Compar'd with these, Italian thrills are tarne ; 

Tbe tickl'd ears no heart-felt raptores raise ; 
Nae unison hae they with our Creator's praise. 

The priest-like father reads the sacred page, 

How Abram was ihefriend of God on high ; 
Or Moses bade eternal warfare wage 

With Amalek's nngracious progeny ; 
Or bow the royal bard did groaning lie 

Beneath the stroke of Heaveo's avenging ire ; 
Or Job's pathetic plaint, and wailing cry j 

Or rapt Isaiah'a wild, seraphic fire ; 
Or other holy seers that taue the sacred Ijrre. 
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Perhaps the Christum volutne is the theme, 

How guilüess blood for gailty man was shed ; 
How He, who bore in Heaven the second name f 

Had not on earth whereon to lay bis head : 
How bis first followers and servants sped ; 

The precepts sage they wrote to many a land : 
How He, who lone in Patmos banished, 

Saw in the snn a mighty angel stand ; 
And heard great Bab'lons doom pronounc'd by 
HearVs command. 

Then kneeling down, to Heaven's Eternal King, 

The saint t the father, and the husband prays : 
Hope « Springs eznlting on triumpbant wing»/ 

That thus they all shall meet in future days : 
There ever bask in uncreated rays, 

No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tear, 
Together hymning their Creator 1 » praise, 

In snch society, yet still more dear ; 
While circling time moves round in an eternal sphere. 

Compar'd with this, how poor Religion's pride, 

In all the pomp of method, and of art, 
When men display to cougregations wide 

Devotion's ev'ry grace, except the heart ! 
Tbe Potc'r, incens'd, the pageant will desert, 

The pompons strain, the sacerdotal stole ; 
But haply, in some cottage far apart, 

May hear, well pleas'd, the language of the soul ; 
And in his book of life the inmates poor enrol. 

Then homeward all take off their sev'ral way ; 

Tbe yonngling cottagers retire to rest : 
The parent-pair tbeir secret homage pay, 

And proffer np to Heaven the warm reqnest — 

* Pope*» Windsor Forest. 
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Tbat He who stills tbe raven's clam'roos liest, 
And deck» the lily fair in flow'ry pride, 

Wonld, in the way his wisdom sees tbe best, 
For them and for their little ones provide ; 

Bat chiefly, in their hearts with grace divine preside. 

Front scenes like these old Scotia' 8 grandear Springs, 

That makes her lov'd at home, rever'd abroad : 
Priaces and lords are bnt the breath of kings, 

' An honest man's the noblest work of God :' 
And certes, in fair yirtne's heav'nly road, 

The cottage leaves the palace far behind ; 
Wbat is a lordling's pomp ? a eombroos load, 

Disgnising oft the wretch of human kind, 
Studied in arts of hell, in wickedness refin'd ! 

O Scotia ! my dear, my natiye soil ! 

For wbom my wärmest wish to Heaven is sent ! 
Long may tby hardy sons of rnstic toil, 

Be blest with health, and peace, and sweet content ! 
And, Ob ! may Heaven their simple lives prevent 

From laxnry's contagion, weak and vile ! 
Theo, bowe'er croums and coronets be rent, 

A virtuous populace may rise tbe while, 
And stand a wall of fire aroond their much-lov'd Isle. 

O Thou ! who pouVd the patriotio tide 

Tbat stream'd thro' Wallacea undaunted heart ! 
Who dar'd so nobly stem tyrannic pride, 

Or nobly die, tbe second glorions part, 
(The patriot's God pecnliarly thoa art, 

His friend, inspirer, guardian, and reward!) 
O never, never, Scotia' & realm desert : 

Bot still tbe patriot, and the patriot-bard, 
In bright saocession raise, her ornament and guard ! 
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MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN. 
% Dirge. 

When ohill November' s snrly blast 

Made fields and forests bare, 
One ev'ning, as I wander'd forth 

AJong the banks of Ayr, 
I spy'd a man, whose aged step 

Seem'd weary, worn witb care ; 
His face was fnrrow'd o'er with years, 

And hoary was bis bair. 

Yonng stranger, wbitber wandlest tbon ? 

Began the rev'rend sage ; 
Does thirst of wealth tby step constrain, 

Or youthfal pleasure'* rage? 
• Or haply, prest with cares and woes, 

Too soon thon hast began 
To wander forth, with me, to moarn 

The miseries of man ! 

The son that overhangs yon moors, 

Ont-spreading far and wide, 
"Where hnndreds laboar to snpport 

A haaghty lordling's pride ; 
I've seen yon weary winter-sun 

Twioe forty tiraes retnrn ; 
And ev'ry tirae has added proofs, 

That man was made to moarn. 

O man ! while in thy early years, 

How prodigal of time ! 
Mispending all thy precions hoars, 

Thy glorious youthfal prime ! 
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If I'm design'd yon lordling's slave — 

By natnre's law design'd, 
Why was an independent wish 

E'er planted in my mind ? 
If not, why am I sobject to 

His oroelty or scorn ? 
Or why has man the will and pow'r 

To make bis fellow monrn ? 

Yet, let not this too much, my son, 

Distorb thy yonthfal breast : 
This partial view of haman-kind 

Is surely not the last ! 
The poor, oppressed, honest man, 

Had never, sure, been born, 
Had there not been some recompenoe 

To comfort those that mourn ! 

O death ! the poor man's dearest friend, 

The kindest and the best ! 
Weloome the hour my aged limbs 

Are laid with tbee at rest ! 
Tbe great, the wealthy, fear thy blow, 

From pomp and pleasnre torn ; 
Bat, Ob ! a blest relief to those 

That weary-laden monrn ! 



A PRAYER, 

IN THE PROSPECT OF DEATH. 

O Thod unknown, Almighty Cause 

Of all my hope and fear ! 
In whose dread presence, ere an honr, 

Perhaps I must appew l 
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If I bare wander'd in those paths 

Of life I ongbt to shnn ; 
As sowtething, londly, in my breast, 

Remonstratea I bare done ; 

Tboo know'st that thou hast formed me 

With passions wild and strong ; 
And list'ning to their witching voice 

Ha» oflen led me wrang. 

Where bnman weakness has come «bort, 

Orfrailty stept aside, 
Do tboo, All-Good! for such thou art, 

In sbades of darkness hide. 

Where with Intention I have err'd, 

No otber plea I have, 
Bat, Thou art good; and goodness still 

Delighteth to forgive. 



STANZAS ON THE SAME OCCASION. 

Wh Y am I loth to leave tbis earthly scene ? 

Have I so fonnd it fall of pleasing charms ? 
Some drops of joy witb draughts of ill between : 

Some gleams of snnsbine 'mid renewing storms : 
Is it departing pangs my soul alarms ? 

Or death's unlovely, dreary, dark abode ? 
For gailt, for gnilt, my terrors are in arms; 

I tremble to approacb an angry God, 
And jostly smart beneatb his sin-avenging rod. 

Fain woald I say, ' Forgive my foal offence !' 
Fain promise never more to disobey ; 

Bat, sboald my Anthor health again dispense, 
Again I might desert fair virtae's way *, 
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Agaio in folly's path might go astray ; 

Again exalt the brate and sink the man ; 
Then how shonld I for heavenly mercy pray, 

Who act so counter heavenly mercy's plan ? 
Wbo sin so oft have niourn'd, yet to temptation ran ? 

O Tbon, great Governor of all below ! 

If I may dar« a lifted eye to Thee, 
Thy nod can make the tempest oease to blow, 

Or still tbe tamalt of the raging sea : 
With that Controlling power assist ev'n me, 

Those headlong forioos passions to confine j 
For all nnfit I feel my powers to be, 

To role their torrent in th' allowed line ; 
O, aid me witb thy belp, Omnipotence divine ! 



LYING AT A REVEREND FRIEND's HOUSE ONE NIGHT, 
THE AUTHOR LEFT THE FOLLOWING 

VERSES 

IN THE ROOM WHERE HE SLEPT. 

O Thou dread Power, who reign'st above, 

I know tbon wilt me hear ; 
When for this scene of peace and love 

I make my prayer sincere. 

The hoary sire — the mortal stroke, 

Long, long, be pleas'd to spare l 
To bless bis little filial flock, 

And show wbat good men are. 

She, who her lovely offspring eyes 

With tender hopes and fears, 
O, bless her witb a mother's joys, 

But spare a mother's tears ! 
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Their hope, their stay, their darling yonth, 

In manhood's dawning blnsb ; 
Biese him, thou God of love and truth, . 

Up to a parent's wish ! 

The beauteous, seraph sister-band» 

Witb earnest tears I pray, 
Thou know'st the snares on ev'ry band, 

Guide thou their steps alway ! 

Wben aoon or late thej reach that ooast, 

O'er life's rough ocean driv'n, 
May thej rejoice, no wand'rer lost, 

A family in Heav'n ! 



THE FIRST PSALM. 

The man, in life wherever plac'd, 

Hath happiness in störe, 
"Wbo walks not in the wicked's wav r 

Nor learns their guilty lore ! 

Nor from the seat of scornfal pride 
Casts forth bis eyes abroad, 

Bnt tvith humility and awe 
Still walks before bis God. . 

That man shall flonrish like the tree» 
Wh ich by the streamlets grow ; 

The froitfnl top is spread on high, 
And firm tbe root below. 

Bat be wbose blossom bads in gnilt 
Shall to the groand be cast, 

And, like the rootless stabble, tost 
Before the sweeping blast. 
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hy ? tbal God tbe good adore 
h giv'n them peace and rert, 
ith decreed that wicked men 
II ne'er be truly blest. 



A PRAYER, 

iE PRESSURE OF VIOLENT ANGUISH. 

Great Being ! wbat thou art 
sses rae to know : % 

I am, tbat known to thee 
1 thy works below. 

iture bere before thee Stands, 
etched and distrest ; 
tbose ills that wring my soul 
thy high bebest. 

o f Almighty, canst not act 
craelty or wrath ! 
ay weary eyes from tears, 
»se them fast in death ! 

mast afflioted be, 

it some wise design ; 

n my soul with firm resolves 

ar and not repine ! 
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THE FIRST UX TER! ES OF 

HE NINETIETH PSALM. 

r 

f boü, «he Int, the grastest Fmd 
Ofanttohnnuanee! 
Wbose streng righthaad haa er« been 
Their etay and dwefllng-plaee ! 

Before the monataina beaVd their heada 

Beneatb thy fonning band, 
Bafore this pond'rons giobe itaelf 

Aroaa at thy eommand ; 

That pow*r whlch rais'd and still npholds 

This universal flrame, 
From eonntless, unbeginniog time, 

Was ever still the tarne. 

iliose mighty periods of years 

Whieh seem to tu so vast, 
Appear no more betöre thy sight 

Than yesterday thai's past 

Thon giy'st the word : Thy oreatore, man, 

Is to existenoe brooght ; 
Again tbon say*st, ' Ye sons of men, 

Retarn je iato ooogbt !' 

Thon layest thesa, with all their eares, 

In ererlasting sleep ; 
As with a flood thon tak'st tbem off 

With OTerwhelming sweep. 
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Tbey flonrish like the morning flow'r, 
In beaaty's pride array'd ; 

Bat long ere night cat down it lies 
All wither'd and decay'd. 



TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY, 

ON TÜRNING ONE DOWN WITH THE PLOUGH, 
IN APRIL, 1786. 

• 

Wee, modest, crimson-tipped flow'r, 
Thou's met me in an evil hour ; 
For I mann crash araang the stoare 

Thy slender stem ; 
To spare thee now is past my pow'r, 

Thou bonnie gem. 

Alas ! it's no thj neebor sweet, 
The bonnie Lark, companion meet ! 
Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet ! 

Wi' spreckled breast, 
"When npward-springing, blytbe, to greef 

The purpling east. 

Canld blew the bitter-biting north 
Upon thy early, hnmble birth j 
Yet cheerfolly thon glinted forth 

Amid the storm, 
Scarce rear'd above the parent earth 

Thjr tender form. 

The flaunting flow'rs oor gardens yield, 
High shelt'ring woods and wa's mann shield, 
Bat thoa beneath the random bield 

O' clod or stane, 
Adorns the histie stibble-field, 

Unseen, alane. 
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There, in tby scanty mantle clad, 
Thy snawy bosom sun-ward spread, 
Thoa lifo thy anassuming head 

Io bamble gaise ; 
Bat now the share aptears thy bed, 

And low thoa lies ! 

Sach is the fate o| artless Maid, 
Sweet ßotcWet of the raral shade ! 
By love's simplicity betray'd, 

And gnileless trost, 
Till she, like thee, all soil'd, is feid 

Low i' the dast. 

Sach is the fate of simple Bard, 

On life's roagh ocean lackless start'd ! 

Unskilfal he to note the card 

Otprudent lore, 
Till billow8 rage, and gales blow bard, 

And whelm bim o'er ! 

Such fate to svffering worth is giv'n, 

Who long with wants and woes has striv'n, 

By human pride or canning driv'n 

To mis'ry's brink, 
Till wrench'd of ev'ry stay but Heavn, 

He, ruin'd, sink ! 

Ev'n thoa who moarn'st the Baisy's fate, 
That fate is thine — no distant date ; 
Stern Rain's ploughshare drives, elate, 

Fall on thy bloom, 
Till crasb'd beneath the furrow's weigbt, 

Shall be thy doora ! 
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TO RUIN. 

All hui ! inexorablelord ! 

At whose destrnction-breathing word 

The mightiest empires fall ! 
Thy cruel, woe-delighted train, 
The ministers of grief and pain, 

A sollen welcome, all ! 
With stern-resolv'd, despairing eye, 

I see each aimed dart ; 
For one has cut my dearest tie, 
And quivers in my heart. 
Then low'ring, and poaring, 

The storm no more I dread ; 
Tho' thick'ning and black'ning 
Round my devoted head. 

And, thoa grim pow'r, by life abhorr'd, 
White life a pleasure can afford, 
Oh ! bear a wretch's pray'r ! 
No more I shrink appall'd, afraid ; 
, I coort, 1 beg thy friendly aid, 
To close tbis scene of care ! 
When shall my soul, in silent peace, 

Resign Yife'sjoyless day ; 
My weary heart its throbbings cease, 
Cold monld'ring in the clay? 
No fear more, no tear more, 
To stain my lifeless face ; 
Enclasped, and grasped 
Within thy cold embrace ! 
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TO MISS 

/HB'* POEM8, AS A NEW YBAt'ft GUT, 
JAN0A1Y 1, 1787. 

m the eilest wheele of time 
iTitir aanaalfoaad ba*e driv'n, 
.od jou, tho' tcaroe ia neiden prime, 
Are so »och neerer Hmt'i. 

No gifls bare I Crom Indien eoaats 

Tb« infuit yeer to heil : 
I eeod jo« more tban India-boaate, 

Io Edmim's simple tele. 

Oor sex whh goile tnd faithlesa lore 

Is ohargM, perhaps, too trae; 
Bat may, deer meid, eaeb lover prore 

Ao Edwin still to yoa ! 



EPISTLE TO A YOUNG FRIEND. 

MAY 1786. 

1 LANG hae tbongbt, my yontbfa' friend, 

A sometbiog to bave sent yoa, 
Tho' it sboold serre nae itber end 

Thao jnst a bind memento; 
Bot bow tbe sabject-tbeme may gang, 

Let time and cbaooe determine > 
Perbapt it may tarn oat a sang, 

Perhaps tan oat a sermon. 
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Yell trj the world sood, my lad, 

And, Andrew dear, believe me, 
Ye'll find mankind an anco sqnad, 

And mocklethey may grieve ye : 
For care and troable set your thought, 

Ev'n when joar end's attained ; 
And a' your views may come to nonght 

Where ev'rj nerve is strained. 

I'll no say, men are villains a' ; 

The real harden'd wicked, 
^rVha hae nae check bat haman law, 

Are to a few restricked : 
Bat och ! mankind are nnco weak, 

An' little to be trasted ; 
If seif the wavering balance shake, 

It's rarely right adjnsted ! 

Yet they wha fa' in fortane's strife, 

Their fate we shouldna oensure, 
For still th' important end of life 

They eqnally may answer ; 
A man may hae an honest heart, 

Tho' poortith honrly stare him ; 
A man may tak a neebor's part, 

Yet hae nae cash to spare him. 

Aye free, äff h an' yonr story teil, 

When wi' a bosom crony ; 
Bat still keep something to yoarsel 

Ye scarcely teil to ony. 
Conceal yoarsel as weel's yon can 

Frae critical dissection ; 
Bat keek thro' ev'ry other man, 

Wi' sbarpen'd, slee inspection. 

The sacred lowe o' weel-plac'd love, 

Laxariantly indalge it ; 
Bat never tempt th 1 illicit rove, 

Tho* naething sboold dWwl^e it ; 
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I wave the quantam o* the sin, 

Tbe hazard o' concealing ; 
Bat och ! it hardens a' within, 

And petrifies the feeling ! 

To catch dame Fortune's golden smile, 

Assidnoas wait npon her ; 
And gather gear by ev'ry wile 

That's jostified by honoar ; 
Not for to bide it in a bedge, 

Nor for a train attendant ; 
Bat for the glorions privilege 

Of being independent. 

Tbe fear o' bell's a hangraan's whip 

To haud the wretch in Order j 
Bot where ye feel your honour grip, 

Let that aye be yonr border ; 
Its slightest tooches, instant pause— 

Debar a* side pretences ; 
And resolntely keep its laws, 

Uncaring consequences. 

The great Creator to revere, 

Mnst sure become the creature; 
Bat still the preaching cant forbear, 

And ev'n the rigid featnre : 
Yet ne'er with wits profane to ränge 

Be complaisance extended ; 
An Atheist's laagh's a poor exchange 

For Deity offended ! 

When ranting ronnd in pleasore's ring, 

Religion may be blinded ; 
Or if she gie a random sting, 

It may be little minded ; 
Bat when on life we're tempest-driven, 

A conscience bat a canker — 
A correspondence fix'd wi' Heavn 

Is Bare a noble anchor ! 



i 
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Adien, dear amiable yooth ! 

Yonr heart can ne'er be wanting : 
Maj prudeoce, fortitnde, and trath, 

Erect yoar brow andannting ! 
In plonghman phrase, ( God send you speed,' 

Still daily to grow wiser ; 
And may you better reck the rede, 

Than ever did th' adviser ! 



ON A SCOTCH BARD, 

GONE TO THE WEST IN DI ES. 

A' YE wha live by sonps o' drink, 
A' ye wha live by crambo-cliok, 
A' ye wha live and never think, 

Come monrn wi' me ! 
Our billies gien ns a' a jink, 

An' owre the sea. 

Lament hira a' ye rantin core, 
Wha dearly like a random-splore, 
Nae mair he'll join the merry roar 

In social key ; 
For now be's taen anither shore, 

An' owre the sea. 

The bonnie lasses weel may wiss hiin, 
And in their dear petitions place him : 
The widows, wives, an' a' may bless him, 

Wi' tearfu' ee ; 
For weel I wat they'll sairly miss him 

That's owre the sea. 

O Fortnne, they hae room to grarable ! 
Hadst thoa taen äff some drowsy bammle, 
Wha can do nonght bat fyke an* fumble, 

'Twad been nae plea ; 
Bat he was gleg as ony wamble 

That's owre the sea. 



i 
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Auld cantie Kyle may weepers wear, 
An' stain them wi' tbe saut, saut tear ; 
'Twill mak her poor aald heart, I fear, 

In flinders flee ; 
He was her laureate monie a year 

That's owre the sea. 

He saw misfortone's caald nor-toest 
Lang mnstering up a bitter blast j 
A jillet brak his heart at last, 

111 may she be ! 
So, took a birth afore the mast, 

An' owre the sea. 

To tremble ander Fortune's cammock, 
Od scarce a bellyfu' o' drummock, 
Wi' his proad indep enden t stomach 

Could ill agree ; 
So, row't his bardies in a hamtnock, 

An' owre the sea. 

He ne'er was gien to great misgaiding, 
Yet coin his poaches wadna bide in ; 
Wi' bim it ne'er was under hiding ; 
He dealt it free : 
The mase was a' that he took pride in, 
, That's owre the sea. 

Jamaica bodies, use bim weel* 
An' hap him in a oozie biel ; 
Ye'll find him aye a dainty chiel, 

And foa o' glee ; 
He wadna wrang'd the vera deil, 

That's owre the sea. 

Fareweel, my rhyme-composing billie ! 
Yoor native soil was right ill-willie ; 
Bat may ye flourish like a lily, 

Now bonnilie ! 
I'll toast ye in my bindmost gillie, 

Tho' owre the sea. 
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TO A HAGGIS. 

* 

Fair fa' yonr honest, sonsie face, 
Great cbieftaio o' tbe pnddin-race ! 
Aboon them a' ye tak your place, 

Painch, tripe, or thairro : 
Weel are ye wordy o' a grace 

As lang's my arm. 

Tbe groaning trencher tbere ye fill, 
Your hardies like a distant hill, 
Yonr pin wad help to mend a mill 

In time o' need, 
While thro' yonr pores tbe dews distil 

Like amber bead. 

His knife see rnstic labonr digbt, 
An' cnt yon np witb ready slight, 
Trenching yonr gusbing entrails brigbt, 

Like onie ditch ; 
And theo, O wbat a glorions sight, 

Warm-reekin, rieh ! 

Then hörn for hörn they Stretch an' strive, 
Deil tak tbe hindmost, on they drive, 
Till a* their weel-swall'd kytes belyve 

Are bent like drnms ; 
Then aald gnidman, maist like to ryve, 

Bethankit hnms. 

Is tbere that o'er bis French rag out, 
Or oüo that wad staw a sow, 
Or fricassee wad make her spew 

Wi' perfect sconner, 
Looks down wi' sneering, scornfnl view 

On &\c a ftimet'l 
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Poor devil ! see him owre his trash, 
As feckless as a wither'd rash, 
His spindle shank a gaid whip lash, 

His nieve a nit ; 
Tbro' bloodj flood or field to dash, 

O how unfit ! 

Bot mark the rnstic, haggis-fed, 

The trembling earth resoands his tread, 

CJap in his walie nieve a blade, 

He'll mak it whissle ; 
An* legs, an* arras, an* heads will sned, 

Like taps o' thrissle. 

Ye power», wha mak mankind your care, 
And dish them out their bill o' fare, 
Auld Scotland wants nae skinking wäre 

That janps in lnggies ; 
Bat, if ye wish her gratefa' prayer, 

Gie her a Haggis ! 



A DEDICATION. 

TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ. 

Expect na, Sir, in this narration, 
A fleechin, fleth'rin dedication, 
To roose you up, an' ca' you guid, 
An' sprang o* great an' noble blnid, 
Becanse ye're sarnam'd like his grace, 
Perhaps related to the race ; 
Then when I'm tir'd — and sae are ye, 
Wi' mony a fulsome, sinfcT He, 
Set up a face, how I stop short, 
For fear yonr modesty be hart. 

This may do— mann do, Sir, wi' them "w\\a 
Mauß please the great folk for a wamefou \ 
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For me ! sae laigh I needna bow, 
For, Lord be thankit, I can plough ; 
And wben 1 downa yoke a naig, 
Then, Lord be thankit, I can beg ; 
Sae I shall say, an' that's nae flatt'rin, 
It's ja st sicpoetf an* sie patron. 

The Poet, some guid angel help hün, 
Or eise, I fear some ill ane skelp him, 
He may do weel for a' he's done yet, 
Bat only he's no jnst begon yet. 

The Patron (Sir, ye mann forgie me, 
I winna lie, come what will o' me), 
On ev'ry band it will allow'd be, 
He's jnst — nae better than he shonld be. 

I readily and freely grant, 
He downa see a poor man want ; 
What's no bis ain he winna tak it, 
What ance he says he winna break it ; 
Oaght he can lend be'll no refos't, 
. Till aft bis goodness is abns'd : 
And rascals whyles that do bim wrang, 
Ey'n that, he doesna mind it lang : 
As master, landlord, hnsband, father, 
He doesna fail bis part in either. 

Bat then, nae thanks to him for a' that; 
Nae godly symptom ye can ca' that ; 
It's naething bat a milder feature 
Of oor poor sinfa' corrapt Datare : 
Ye'll get the best o' moral works, 
'Mang black Gentoos and pagan Tnrks, 
Or hanters wild on Ponotaxi, 
Wba never heard of orthodoxy. 
That he's tbe poor man's friend in need, 
The gentleman in word and deed, 
IVb do thro' terror of d-mn-tion ; 
Jt'sjast a carnal incUwiüoQ. 
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Morality, thou deadly bane, - 
Tb j tens o' tboasaods thou hast slain ! 
Vain is bis hope, whose stay and trust is 
In moral mercy, truth, and justice ! 

No — stretch a point to catch a plack ; 
Abose a brother to bis back ; 
Steal thro' a winnock frae a wh-re, 
Bat point the rake that taks the door : 
Be to the poor like onie whnnstane, 
And band their noses to the grunstane, 
Ply ev'ry art o' legal tbieviog ; 
Nae matter, stick to sound believing. 

Learn three-mile pray'rs, and half-mile graces, 
Wi' weel-spread looves, an* lang wry faces ; 
Grnnt ap a solemn, lengthen'd groan, 
And damn a' parties but your own ; 
I'll Warrant theo, ye're nae deceiver, 
A steady, sturdy, staanch believer. 

O je wha leave tbe Springs of C-lv-n, 
For gumlie dubs of your ain delvin ! 
Ye sons of heresy and error, 
Ye'H some day squeel in qaaking terror ! 
When vengeance draws the sword in wrath, 
And in the fire throws the sheath ; 
When Rain, witb bis sweeping besom, 
Jnst frets tili Heav'n coramission gies bim : 
White o'er the harp pale rais'ry moans, 
And strikes the ever-deep'ning tones, 
Still louder shrieks, and heavier groans ! 

Your pardon, Sir, for this digression, 
I maist forgat my dedkatiom; 
Bat when divinity comes cross me, 
My readers still are sure to lose me. 

So, Sir, ye aee 'twas nae daft vapour, 
Bat I maturely thought it proper, 



140 BURNS POEMS, 

When a' my works I did review, 
To dedicate them, Sir, to You : 
Because (je needna tak it ill) 
I thooght them something like yoorsel. 

Tben patronize them wi' your favour, 
And yoar petitioner shall ever — 
I had amaist said, ever pray, 
Bat that's a word I needna say : 
For prayin I hae little skill o't ; 
I'm bahn dead-sweer, an' wretched ill o't ; 
Bat Fse repeat each poor man's pray'r, 
That kens or hears about yoa t Sir — 

' May ne'er misfortane's gowling bark 
Howl thro' the dwelling o' the Clerk ! 
May ne'er bis gen'rous, honest heart, 
For that same gen'rous spirit smart ! 
May K******'s far honoar'd name 
Lang beet his hymeneal flame, 
Till H*******'s, at least a difcen, 
Are frae their nuptial laboars risen : 
Five bonnie lasses round their table, 
And seven braw fellows, stont an' able 
To serve their king and coantry weel, 
By word, or pen, or pointed steel ! 
May health and peace, with motaal rays, 
Shine on the evening o' his days; 
Till his wee corlie John'» ier-oe, 
When ebbing life nae mair shall flow, 
The last, sad, moarnfol rites bestow !' 

I will not wind a lang conclasion, 
Wi' complimentary effosiou : 
Bat whilst yoar wishes and endeavonrs 
Are blest with Fortune's smiles and favours, 
/ am, dear Sir, with zeal most fervent, 
Yoar mach indebted, YramVAe &«rv«siV. 
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Bat if (which Pow'rs above prevent !) 
That iron-hearted carl, Want, 
Attended, in his grim advances, 
By sad mistakes, and black mischances, 
While hopes, and joys, and pleasares fly bim, 
Make jou as poor a dog as I am, 
Yonr humble servant tben no raore ; 
For who woald hambly serve tbe poor ! 
Bat, by a poor man's hopes in Heaven ! 
While recollection's pow'r is given, . 
If, in tbe vale of humble life, 
The victim sad of fortune's strife, 
I, thro' tbe tender gusbin g tear, 
Shoald recognize my master dear, 
If friendless, low, we meet together, 
Tben, Sir, your hand — my friend and brother ! 



TO A LOUSE: 

ON SEEING ONE ON A LADY's BONNET, AT CHURCH. 

Ha ! wbare ye gaan, ye crowlin ferlie ! 
Yoar impadence protects you sairly : 
I canna say bat ye strant rarely, 

Owre ganze and lace ; 
Tho' faith, I fear ye dine bat sparely 

On sie a place* 

Ye agly, creepin, blastit wonner, 
Detested, shann'd by sannt an' sinner, 
How dare ye set yoar fit apon her, 

Sae fine a lady ! 
Gae somewbere eise, and seek yoar dinner 

On some poor body. 
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Swith, in some beggar's hälfet squattle; 
There ye may creep, and sprawl, and sprattle 
Wi' itber kindred, jumpin cattle, 

In shoals and nations ; 
Whare Korn or baue ne'er dare nnsettle 

Yoar thick plantations. 

Now haud ye there, ye're ont o' sight, 
Below the fatt'rils, snng an' tight ; 
Na, faith ye yet ! yell no be right 

Till ye've got on it, 
The vera tapmost, tow'ring height 

O'Misis bonnet. 

My sooth ! right bauld ye «et yonr nose out, 
As plnmp and gray as onie grozet ; 

for some rank, mercnrial rozet, 

Or feil, red smeddnm, 
I'd gie yoa sie a hearty doze o't, 

Wad dress yoar droddnm ! 

1 wadna been surpris'd to spy 
Yon on an auld wife's flainen toy ; 
Or aiblins some bit duddie boy, 

On 's wyliecoat ; 
Bat Miss's fine Lunardi! fie, 

How dare ye do't! 

O Jenny, dinna toss yoar head, 
An' set yonr beauties a* abread ! 
Ye little ken what enrsed speed 

The blastie's makin ! 
Thae winks and finger-ends, I dread, 

Are notice takin ! 

O wad some pow'r the giftie gie as 

To see oursels as others see us ! 

It wad frae monie a blander free as 

And foolish notion : 
What airs in dress an' gait wad lea'e as, 

And eVn Devotion ! 
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ADDRESS TO EDINBURGH. 

Edina ! Scotia's darling seat ! 

All hail thy palaces and tow'rs, 
Where once beneath a monarch*s feet 

Sat legislation's sov'reign pow'rs ! 
From marking wildly-scatter'd flow'rs, 

As on the banks of Ayr I stray'd, 
And singing, lone, the ling'ring honrs, 

I sbelter in thy hononr'd shade. 

Here wealth still swells the golden tide, 

As bosy trade bis labours plies ; 
Tbere architectare's noble pnde 

Bids elegance and splendonr rise ; 
Here justice, from her native »kies. 

High wields her balance and her rod ; 
Tbere learning, with bis eagle eyes, 

Seeks science in her coy abode. 

Thy Sons, Edina, social, kind, 

With open arms the stranger hail ; 
Their viewg eolarg'd, their lib'ral mind, 

Above the narrow, raral vale ; 
Attentive still to sorrow's wail, 

Or modest merit's silent claim ; 
And never may their sources fail ! 

And never enyy blot their name ! 

Thy danghters bright thy walks adorn ! 

Gay as the gilded sammer sky, 
Sweet as the dewy milk-white thorn, 

Dear as the raptor'd thrill of joy ! 
Fair Barnet strikes th' adoring eye, 

Heav'n's beauties on my fancy shine ; 
1 see the sire of love on high, 

And own bis work indeed divine '. 
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There, watchiog high the least alarms, 

Thy rongh, rode fortress gleams afar ; 
Like some bold vet'ran, gray in arms, 

And mark'd with many a seamy scar : 
The pond'rons wall and massy bar, 

Grim-rising o'er the rugged rock ; 
Have oft withstood assailing war, 

And oft repell'd th' invader's shock. 

"With awe-struck thought, and pitying tearg, 

I view tbat noble, stately dorne, 
Where Scotias kings of other years, 

Fam'd beroes ! bad their royal home : 
Alas ! how chang'd the times to come ! 

Their royal name low in the dnst ! 
Their hapless race wild-wand'ring roam ! 

Tho* rigid law cries out, 'tis jnst ! 

Wild beats my beart to trace yoar steps, 

Wbose ancestors, in days of yore, 
Thro' bostile ranks and rnin'd gaps 

Old Scotia's bloody lion bore : 
Ev'n I who sing in rustic lore, 

Haply my sires have left their shed, 
And fao'd grim danger's londest roar, 

Bold-following where your fathers led ! 

Edina ! Scotias darling sea.t ! 

All hail thy palaces and tow'rs, 
Where once beneath a monarch's feet 

Sat legislation's sov'reign pow'rs ! 
From marking wildly-scatter'd flow'rs, 

As on the banks of. Ayr I stray'd, 
And singing, lone, the ling'ring bonrs, 

I shelter in thy honour'd shade. 
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EPISTLE TO J. LAPRAIK, 

AM OLD SCOTTISH BARD. 

April Ist, 1785. 

While briers and woodbines budding green, 
An' paitricks scraichin load at e'en, 
An' morning poussie whiddin seen, 

Inspire my muse, 
This freedom in an unknown frien' 

I pray exoose. 

On fasten-e'en we had a rockin, 

To ca' the crack and weave onr stockin ; 

And there was muckle fnn and jokin, 

Ye needna donbt ; 
At length we bad a hearty yokin 

At sang about. 

There was ae sang, amang the rest, 
Aboon them a' it pleas'd nie best, 
That some kind hosband had addrest 

To some sweet wife : 
It thirl'd the heart-strings tbro' the breast, 

A' to the life. 

I've scarce beard ought describ'd sae weel, 
Wbat gen'roos, manly bosoms feel ; 
Tboaght I, ' Can this be Pope, or Steele, 

Or Beattie's wark !' 
They tald me 'twas an odd kind chiel 
Aboat Muirkirk. 
vol. /. i 
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It pat me fidgin-fain to hear't, 
And sae about bim there I spier'd, 
Tben a' that ken'd bim round declar'd 

He had ingine, 
That nane excell'd it, few cara near't, 

It was sae fine. 

That set him to a pint of ale, 

An' either donce or merry tale, 

Or rhymes an' sangs he'd made himsel, 

Or witty catcbes, 
'Tween Inverness and Tiviotdale, 

He bad few matches. 

Then np I gat, an' swoor an aith, 

Tho' I shonld pawn my pleagh and graith, 

Or die a cadger pownie's death, 

At some dyke-back, 
A pint an' gill I'd gie them baitb 

To hear yoor crack. 

Bat, first an' foremost, I shonld teil, 
Amaist as soon as I conld spell, 
I to the crambo-jingle feil, 

Tho' rnde an' rongh, 
Yet crooning to a body's sei, 

Does weel enengb. 

I am nae poet, in a sense, 

But just a rkymer, like, by chance, 

An' hae to learning nae pretence, 

Yet, what the matter ? 
Whene'er my muse does on me glance, 

I jingle at her. 

Yoar critic-folk may cook tbeir nose, 
And say, ' How oan yoa e'er propose, 
Yoo wha ken bardly verse frae prose, 

To mak a sang V 
Bat, by your leaves, mj \e«t«& few, 

Ye're may\>c -<nto&v 
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"What's a' your Jargon o' your schoels, 
Yoar Latin names for horns an 1 stools ; 
If honest natnre made you fools, 

What sairs yoar grammars ? 
Ye*d better taen up spades and shooU, 

Or knappio-hammers. 

A set o' dnll, oonceited hashes, 
Confase their brains in College classes ! 
They gang in stirks, and come out asses. 

Piain truth to speak ; 
An' syne they think to climb Parnassm 

fiy dint o' Greek ! 

Gie me ae «park o' Natnre's fire, 
That's a' the learning I desire ; 
Then tho' I dradge thro' dnb an' mire 

At pleogh or cart, 
My Muse, tbo* hamely in attire, 

May tonch the heart. 

for a sponk o' A llans glee, 

Or Fergusson's, the baold and slee, 
Or bright Lapraik'», my friend to be, 

If I can hit it ! 
That woold be lear eneogh for me, 

If I could get it 

Now, Sir, if ye hae friends enow, 
Tho' real friends, I b'lieve, are few, 
Yet, if yonr catalogne be foa, 

I'se no insist, 
Bot gif ye want ae friend that's true, 

I'm on yonr list. 

1 winna blaw aboat mysel ; 
As ill I like my fants to teil ; 

Bat friends, and folk that wish me well, 

They sometiines roo&e m* \ 

Tho' I rnaun own, as monie still 

As sair abuse me. 
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There's ae weefaut they whyles lay to ine, 

I like the lasses — Gude forgie me ! 

For monie a plack tbey wheedle frae me, 

At dance or fair ; 
Maybe some ilher thing they gie me 

Tbey weel can spare. 

Bat Mauchline race, or Mauchline fair, 
I shoold be proad to meet yoa there ; 
We'se gie ae night's discharge to care, 

If we forgather, 
An' hae « swap o' rhymin-ware 

Wi' ane anither. 

The foar-gill caap, we'se gar him clatter, 
An' kirsen him wi' reekin water ; 
Syne we'll sit down an' tak onr whitter, 

To cheer onr beart ; 
An' faith, we'se be acqaainted better 

Before we part. 

Awa, ye selfish, warly race, 

Wha think that havins, sense, an' grace, 

Ev'n love an' friendship, shonld gie place 

To catch-the-plack ! 
I dinna like to see yonr face, 

Nor hear yonr crack. 

Bat ye whom social pleasure charms, 
Whose hearts tbe tide of kindness warms, 
Who hold yonr being on the terms, 

' Each aid the others,' 
Come to my bowl, come to my arms, 

My friends, my brothers ! 

Bat to conclade my lang epistle, 

As my auld pen's worn to the grissle ; 

Twa lines frae yoa wad gar me fissle, 

Who am, most fervent, 
White I caa either sing, or wVvs&ta, 

Yoor friend and toxnuiV. 



CHIEFLY SCOTTISIF. 149 

TO THE SAME. 

April 21st, 1785. 

While new-ca'd kye rowte at the stake, 
An' pownies reek in pleugh or braik, 
This hoor on e'enin's edge I take, 

To own I'ra debtor 
To bonest-hearted, aold Lapraik, 

For bis kind letter. 

Forjesket sair, with weary legs, 
Raul in the coro ont-owre tbe rigs, 
Or dealing thro' amang the naigs 

Their ten-honrs bite, 
My awkart raase sair pleads and begs, 

I wooldna write. 

The tapetless, ramfeezl'd hizzie, 
She's saft at best, and semething lazj, 
Quo' she, ' Ye ken, we've been sae bnsy, 

This month an' mair, 
Tbat trowth my head is grown right dizzie, 

An' something sair. 1 

Her dowff exonses pat me mad ; 

' Conscience,' says I, ' ye thowless jad ! 

1*11 write, an' tbat a hearty bland, 

Tbis very night ; 
So dinna ye affront yoar trade, 

Bat rhyme it right. 

* Shall bauld Lapraik, the king o' hearts, 
Tho' mankind were a pack o' cartes, 
Roose yoa sae weel for your deserts, 

In terms sae friendly, 
Yet je'11 neglect to sbaw your parls, 

An 1 thank bim UndXjV 
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Sae I gat paper in a blink, 

An' down gaed stumpie in the ink : 

Quoth I, * Before I sleep a wink, 

I vow I'U close it ; 
An' if ye winna mak il clink, 

By Jove I'U prose it ! 

Sae I've begnn to scrawl, bat wbether 
In rhyme, or prose, or baitb thegither, 
Or some hotch-potch that's rightly neither, 

Let time mak proof ; 
Bat I shall scribble down some blether 

Just clean aff-loof. 

My worthj friend, ne'er grndge an' carp, 
Tbo' förtonp ose yoa bard an' sharp ; 
Come, kittle up yoar moorland harp 

Wi' gleesome toacb ! 
Ne'er mind how fortnne waft an' warp ; 

She's bat a b-tch. 

She's gien me monie a jirt an' fleg, 
Sin' I coald striddle owre a rig ; 
Bat, bj the L — d, tbo' I shoald beg, 

"Wi* lyart pow, 
I'U laogh, an' sing, an' 8 hake my leg, 

As lang's I dow ! 

Now oomes the sax an' twentietb simmer 
I've seen tbe bnd opo' the timmer, 
Still persecoted by the limmer 

Frae year to year ; 
Bat yet, despite tbe kittle kimmer, 

/, Hob, am here. 

Do ye envy the city Gent, 

Behint a kist to lie and sklent, 

Or porse-proad, big wi' cent. per cent. 

And mackle warne, 
In some bit brugh to repreaent 

A Eailie' saunet 
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Or is't the paughty, feadal Thane, 

Wi' roffl'd sark an' glancin cane, 

Wha thinks hlmsel nae sheep-shank baue, 

Bat lordly stalks, 
Wbile caps and bonnets äff are taen, 

As by he walks ? 

' O Tkou wha gies us each gnid gift ! 
Gie me o' wit an' sense a lift, 
Tben turn me, if Thou please, adrift, 

Tbro' Scotland wide ; 
Wi' cito nor lairds I wadna shift, 

In a' their pride !' 

Were this the charter of our State, 
' On pain o' bell be rieh an' great,' 
Damnation tben would be onr fate, 

Beyond remead ; 
Bat, thanks. to Heav'n ! that's no the gate 

We learn our creed. 

For thns the royal mandate ran, 
When first the bnman race began, 
' The social, friendly, honest man, 

"Whate'er be be, 
'Tis he falfils great Notare s plan. 

And none bat he !* 

O mandate glorious and divine ! 
Tbe ragged followers of the Nine, 
Poor, tboaghtless devils ! yet may shine 

In glorious light, 
While sordid sons of Mammon's line 

Are dark as night. 

Tbo' here they scrape, an' sqaeeze, an' growl, 
Their worthless nievefu' of a soul 
May in some future carcase howl, 

Tbe forest's frigbt ; 
Or in some day-detesting owl 

May sUuq the \\%\»\.. 



i 
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Theo may Lttpraik and Burns arise, 
To reach tbeir native, kindred skies, 
And sing their pleasnres, hopes, an' joys, 

In some mild sphere, 
Still closer knit in friendsbip's ties 

Eacb passing year. 



TO W. S*****N, 

May, 1785. 

I GAT yonr letter, winsorae Willie ; 
Wi' gratefa' beart I thank yoa brawlie ; 
Tho' I mann say't, I wad be silly, 

An' nnco vain, 
Should I belieye, mj coaxin billie, 

Yonr flatterin strain. 

Bat I'se belieye ye kindly meant it, 
I snd be laith to think ye binted 
Ironie satire, sidelins sklented 

Or» my poor Mnsie; 
Tho' in sie phraisin terms ye've penn'd it, 

1 scarce excase ye. 

My senses wad be in a creel, 
Shoald I bnt dare a hope to speel, 
Wi* Allan, or wi» Gilbertfield, 

Tbe braes o' fame ; 
Or Fergttsson, tbe writer-chiel, 

A deathless name ! 

(O Fergusson ! tby glorious parts 
111 suited law's dry, rausty arts ! 
My enrse npon yonr wbanstane bearts, 
Ye Enbragb Gentry ! 
The tjtbe o* what ye waste ateartes, 

Wad stow'd Vis pwattj V) 



. 
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Yet when a tale «omes i' my head, 

Or lasses gie my heart a screed, 

As whyles they're like to be my dead, 

(O sad disease !) 
I kittle mp my rustie reed; 

It gies me ease. 

Aald Ccila now may fidge fn' fain, 
•She's gotten Poet« o' her ain, 
Chiels wha their chanters winna hain, 

Bat tone their lays, 
Till echoes a' resonnd again 

Her weel-snng praise. 

Nae poet thought her worth bis while 
To sei her name in measnr'd style •, 
Sbe lay like some unkenn'd-of isle 

Beside New Holland, 
Or whare wild-meeting ooeans boil 

Besonth Magellan. 

Ramsay an' famoas Fergusson 
Gied Forth an' Tay a lift aboon ; 
Yarrow an' Tweed, to monie a tone, 

Owre Sootland rings, 
While Irwin, Lugar, Ayr, an' Doon, 

Nae body sings. 

Tb' Itissus, Tiber, Thames, an' Seine, 
Glide sweet in monie a tnnefa' line ! 
Bat, Wiliie, set yonr fit to mine, 

An' oock yonr crest, 
Well gar oor streams an' bnrnies shine 

Up wi' the best. 

We'U sing anld Coilas piain 8 an' felis, 
Her moors red-brown wi' beather bell 8, 
Her banks an' braes, her dens and dells, 

Where glorioas Wallace 
Alt bore the gree, as story teils, 

Frae saathron bttUes. 
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At Wallace name wbat Scottish blood 
Bat boils up in a spring-tide flood ! 
Oft have onr fearless fatbers strode 

By Wallace 1 side, 
Still pressiug onward, red-wat-sbod, 

Or glorions dy'd. 

O, sweet are Coila\ haagbs an* woods, 
When lintwhites chant amang the bads, 
And jinkin hares, in araorous whids, 

Their loves enjoy, 
While thro' the braes the cnshat croods 

Wi* wailfu' cry ! 

Ev'n winter bleak has charms to me 
When wind« rave thro' the naked tree ; 
Or frosts on hüls of Ochiltree 

Are hoary gray ; 
Or blinding drifts wild-farioas flee, 

Dark'ning the day ! 

O Nature ! a' thy shews an 1 forma 
To feeling, pensive hearts hae charms ! 
Whether the simmer kindly warms 

Wi' life an* light, 
Or winter howls, in gosty storms, 

The lang dark night ! 

The Mose, nae poet ever fand her, 
Till bv himsel he learn'd to wander, 
Adown some trotting born's me ander, 

An* no think lang j 
O sweet ! to stray an' pensive ponder 

A heart-felt sang ! 

The warly race may drudge an' drive, 
Hog-sboather, jundie, Stretch, an' strive, 
Let me fair Nature s face descrive, 

And I, wi' pleasure, 
Stall let the bosy grumbling hive 

Bam owre Xtoevt Vx^wrax* 
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Fareweel, ' my rbyme-composing britber !' 
We've been owre lang unkenn'd to ither : 
Now let äs lay onr beads tbegither, 

In love fratemal : 
May Etwy wallop in a tether, 

Black fiend, infernal ! 

"While highlandmen bäte teils and taxes ; 
Wbile moorlan' herds like guid fat braxies ; 
"While terra firma, on ber axis 

Diurnal tnrns, 
Coont on a friend, in faitb an' practica, 

In Robert Burns. 



POSTSCRIPT. 

My memory's no worth a preen ; 

I bad amaist forgotten cleao, 

Ye bade me write yoo what they mean 

By this New-Light*, 
'Bont wbich oar herds sae aft hae been 

Maist like to fight. 

In days wben mankind were bat callans 

At grammar, logic, an 1 sie talents, 

They took nae pains tbeir speecb to balance, 

Or rales to gie, 
Bat spak tbeir tboogfats in piain, braid Lallans, 

Like yoa or me. 

In thae anld times, tbey thonght the moon, 
Jnst like a sark, or pair o' shoon, 
"Wore by degrees, tili her last roon, 

Gaed past their viewing, 
An' shorüy after she was done, 

They gat a new ane. 

* See note, p. 41. 
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rhis past for certain, nndispoted ; 
It ne'er cara i' their heads to doubt it, 
Till cbiels gat up an' wad confnte it, 

An 1 ca'd it wrang ; 
An' muckle die there was about it, 

Baith lond and lang. 

Some herds, weel learn'd upo' the beuk, 
Wad threap auld folk the thing misten k ; 
For 'twas the auld moon turn'd a neuk, 

An* out o' sight, 
Ad' backlins-comin, to the lenk, 

She grew mair bright. 

Tb is was deny'd, it was affirmed ; 

The herds an' hisseis were alarra'd ; 

The rev'rend grey-beards rav'd and storm'd, 

That beardless laddies 
Shonld think they better were inform'd 

Than their anld daddies. 

Frae less to mair it gaed to stick s ; 
Frae words an* aiths to clonrs an' nicks ; 
Ad' monie a fallow gat bis licks, 

Wi'- hearty crant ; 
An* some, to learn tbem for their tricks, 

Were hang'd an' brant. 

This garae was play'd in monie lands, 
An' auUMight caddies bare sie hands, 
That faith, the yoongsters took the sands 

Wi' nimble shanks, 
The lairds forbade, by strict commands, 

Sio blaidy pranks. 

Bnt new-light herds gat sio a cowe, 

Folk thonght tbem rnin'd stick-an'-stowe, 

Till now amaist on ev'ry knowe 

Ye'Il find ane plac'd ; 
An' some, their new-light fair ä\ovj, 

Just quite baxefac A. 
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Nae donbt tbe auld-Ught flock* are bleatin ; 
Tbeir zealons herds are vex'd an' sweatin ; 
Mysel, J've even seen them greetin 

Wi' giroin spite, 
To hear the moon sae sadly lied on 

Bj word an* write. 

Bat shortly tbej will cowe the loons! 
Some auld-Ught herds in neebor towns ' 
Are mind't, in things they ca' balloons, 

To tak a flight, 
An' stay a month amang tbe moons, 

An' see them right. 

Guid Observation tbej will gie them ; 

An' when the auld moon's gaun to lea'e them, 

The hindmost shaird, they'll fetoh it wi' them, 

Just i' their pouch, 
An' when the tiew-Ught billies see them, 

I think they'll croaoh ! 

Sae, ye observe that a' tbis clatter 
Is naething bat a ' moonsbine matter ;' 
Bat tbo' doli prose-folk Latin splatter 

In logic tnlzie, 
I hope, we bardies ken some better 

Than mind sie bralzie. 



158 BURNS' POEMS, 



EPISTLE TO J. R • 

ENCLOSINO SOME POEMS. 

O rough, mde, ready-witted R**»»**, 
The wale o' cocks for fan and drinkin ! 
There's mony godly folks are thinkin, 

Your dreams* an' tricks 
Will send yoo, Korah-Hke, a-sinkin, 

Strangbt to anld Nick's. 

Ye hae sae monie cracks an' cants, 
And in yoar wicked, dracken rants, 
Ye mak a devil o* tbe sannts, 

An' fill them fon ; 
And then their failings,- flaws, an' wants, 

Are a' seen thro'. 

Hypocrisy, in mercy spare it ! 
That holy robe, O dinna tear it ! 
Spare't for their sakes wha aften wear it, 

The lads in block! 
Bot yonr cnrst wit, wben it comes near it, 

Rives't äff their back. 

Think, wicked sinner, wha ye*re skaithing, 
Its just the blue-gown badge an' claithing 
O' saunts ; tak that, ye lea'e tbem naetbing 

To ken them by, 
Frae ony nnregenerate heathen 

Like yon or I. 

* A certain hiunorons dream of bis was then making a 
noise in the coantry-side. 
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I've seilt you here some rhyming wäre, 
A' that I bargain'd for an' mair ; 
Sae, wheo ye hae an honr to spare, 

I will expect 
Yon sang*, yell sen't wi' cannie care 

And no neglect, 

Tbo\ faitb, sma' heart hae I to sing ; 
My muse dow scarcely spread her wing ! 
I've play'd mysel a bonnie spring, 

An' danc'd my fill ! 
I'd better gaen an' sair'd the king 

At Bunker' b Hill. 

*Twas ae night lately in my fon, 

I gaed a roving wi' the gan, 

An' broaght bpaitrich to the grnn, 

A bonnie hen ! 
And, as the twilight was begnn, 

Thought nane wad ken. 

The poor wee thing was little hört ; 

I straikit it a wee for sport, 

Ne'er thinkin they wad fash me for't ; 

Bot, deil-ma-care ! 
Somebody teils the poacher-court 

The hale affair. 

Some aold ns'd hands had ta'en a oote, 
That sie a hen had got a shot ; 
I was snspected for the plot ; 

I scorn'd to lie ; 
So gat the wbissle o' my groat, 

An' pay't thefee. 

Bot, by my gon, o' gans the wale, 
An' by my ponther an' my hail, 
An' by my hen, an' by her tail, 

I vow an' swear ! 
The game shall pay, o'er moor an' dale, 

For this, niest year. 

* A sang he had promised the tathot. 
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As soon's the clockin-time is by, 
An' the wee poots begin to cry, 
L — d, I'se hae sportin by an' by, 

For my gowd gninea ; 
Tho' I should herd the buckskin kye 

For't, in Virginia. 

Trowth, they had mnckle for to blame ! 
'Twas neither broken wing nor limb, 
Bat twa-three draps about the warne 

Scarce thro' the feathers ; 
An' baith a yellow George to claira, 

An' thole their blethers ! 

It pits me aye as mad's a hare ; 
So I can rhy me nor write nae mair ; 
Bat pennyworths again is fair, 

When time's expedient : 
Meanwhile I am, respected Sir, 

Your most obedient. 



WRITTEN IN 

FRIARS-CARSE HERMITAGE, 

ON NITH-SIDE. 

Thod whom chance raay hither lead, 

Be thou. clad in russet weed, 

Be thou deck'd in silken stole, 

Grave these coansels on thy soal. 
Life is but a day at most, 

Sprang from night, in darkness lost ; 

Hope not sanshine ev'ry hour, 

Fear not clouds will always low'r. 
. As yoath and love with apn^Üj dauce, 
Beaeath thy uiorning stat adNU&e, 
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Pleasare with her siren air 
May delade tbe thoaghtless pair ; 
Let prodence bless enjoyment's cap, 
Then raptnr'd sip, and sip it ap. 

As thy daj grows warm and high, 
Life's meridian flamiog nigh, 
Dost thoa sporn the humble vale ? 
Life's proad sammits woaldst thou scale ? 
Check thy climbing step, elate, 
Evils lark in felon wait : 
Dangers, eagle-pinioned, bold, 
Soar around each cliffy bold, 
While cbeerfal peace, with linnet song, 
Chants tbe lowly dells among. 

As the shades of ev'ning close, 
Beok'ning thee to long repose ; 
As life iUelf beeomes disease, 
Seek the chiraney-neuk of ease. 
Tbere raminate with sober thoaght, 
On all thon'st seen, and heard, and wrought ; 
And teach the sportive yoankers round, 
Saws of experience, sage and soand. 
Saj, man 's true, genuine estimate, 
The grand criterion of his fate, 
Is not, Art thoa high or low ? 
Did thy fortane ebb or flow ? 
Did many talents gild thy span ? 
Or frugal natare grudge thee one ? 
Teil them, and press it on their mind, 
As thoa thy seif mast shortly find, 
The smile or frown of awfal Heav'n 
To virtae or to vice is giv'n. 
Say, to be jost, and kind, and wise, 
Tbere solid self-enjoyment lies ; 
That foolish, sei fish, faithless ways, 
Lead to the wretched, vile, and base. 

Thas resign'd and quiet, creep 
To tbe bed ofiastiog sleep-, 
vol. i. m 
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Sleep, whence thon shalt ne'er awake, 
Night, where dawn shall never break, 
Till foture life, future no raore, 
To light and joy the good restore, 
To light and joy nnknown before. 

Stranger, go ! Heav'n be thy guide ! 
Qaod the beadsman of Nith-side. 



ODE, 

SACRED TO THE MEMORY OP MRS. OP 

Dweller in yon dangeon dark, 
Hangman of creation ! mark 
Who in widow-weeds appears, 
Laden with anhonoar'd years, 
Noosing with care a bursting parse, 
Baited with many a deadly cnrse ! 

STROPHE. 

View the wither'd beldam's face— 

Can thy keen inspection trace 

Aaght of hamanity's sweet melting grace ? 

Note that eye, 'tis rheura o'erflows, 

Pity's flood there never rose. 

See those bands, ne'er stretch'd to save, 

Hands that took— bat never gave. 

Keeper of Mammon's iron ehest, 

Lo, there she goes, unpitied and unblest 

She goes, bat not to realras of everlasting rest! 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Plünderer of armies, lift tbine eyes, 

(A while forbear, ye tort'ring fiends) 

Seest thou whose step anwilling hither bends? 

No fallen angel, hurl'd from apper skies j 

Tis thy trasty quondam mate, 

Doom'd to sbare tby fiery fate, 

She, tardy, faell-ward pUes. 
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EPODE. 



And are they of no mpre avail, 

Ten thonsand glitt' ring pounds a year? 

In other worlds can Mammon fail, 

Omnipotent as he is here ? 

O, bitter mock'ry of the potkpous bier, 

"While down the wretohed vital part ig driv'n ! 

The cave-lodg'd beggar, with a oonscience clear, 

Expires in rags, nnknown, and goes to Heav'n. 



ELEGY ON CAPT. M. HENDERSON, 

A GENTLEMAN WHO HELD THB PATENT FOR HIS HO 
NODRS IMMEDIATELY FROM ALMIGHTY GOD. 



Bat now his radiant course is ran, 
For Matthew'« course was bright; 

His soal was like the glorions son, 
A matchless, Heav'nly Light. 



O Death ! thou tyrant feil and bloodj ! 
The meikle deril wi* a woodie 
Hanrl thee harne to his black smiddie, 

O'er hurcheon hides, 
And like stock-6sh come o'er his stnddie 

Wi' thy auld sides ! 

He's gane, he's gane ! he's frae ns torn, 
The ae best fellow e'er was born ! 
Thee, Matthew, Nature's sei shall moarn 

By wood and wild, 
"Where, haplj, pity strays forlorn, 

Frae man exil'd. 
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Ye hüls, near neebors o' the starns, 
That proadly cock your cresting cairns ! 
Ye cliffs, the haants of sailing earns, 

Where echo slumbers ! 
Come join, ye Nature's stnrdiest bairns, 

My wailing nombers ! 

Moarn, ilka grove the cashat kens ! 
Ye haz'lly shaws and briery dens ! 
Ye boxaies, wimplin down your glens, 

Wi' toddlin din, 
Or foaming sträng, wi* hasty stens, 

Frae lio to lin. 

Moarn, little harebells o'er the lee ; 
Ye stately foxgloves fair to see ; 
Ye woodbines hanging bonnilie, 

In scented bow'rs ; 
Ye roses on yoar thorny tree, 

The first o' flow'rs. 

At dawn, when ev'ry grassy blade 

Droops with a diamond at his head, 

At ev'n, when beans their fragrance shed, 

I' th' rnstling gale, 
Ye inankins whiddin thro' the glade, 

Come join my wail. 

Monrn, ye wee songsters o' the wood ; 
Ye groase that crap the heather bad j 
Ye onrlews calling thro' a clnd ; 

Ye whistling plover ; 
And moarn, ye whirring paitrick brood ; 

He's gane for ever ! 

Moarn, sooty coois, and speckled teals, 
Ye fisher herons, watching eels ; 
Ye dock and drake, wi' airy wheels 

Circling the lake ; 
Ye bittern», tili the qnagmire reels, 

Rair foT bis t&ke. 
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Moarn, elam'ring craiks at olose o' day, 
'Mang fields o* flow'ring elorer gay ; 
And whea ye wiag yoar ananal way 

Frae oor eaald »höre, 
Teil tbae far warlds, wha lies in elay, 

Wbam we deplore. 

Ye honlets, frae jonr iry bow'r, 
In some aold tree, or eldritoh tow'r, 
What time the moon, wi* aileot glowr, 

Sets up ber born, 
Wail thro' the dreary midnight boor 

Till waukrife morn ! 

O rirers, forest«, hüls, and plains ! 
Oft have ye heard my canty strains : 
Bat dow, what eise for me remains 

Bat tales of woe ; 
And frae my een the drappiog rains 

Mann ever flow. 

Moarn, spring, thoa dariiag of the year ! 
Ilk eowslip cup »hall kep a tear : 
Thoa, simmer, while each corny spear 

Shoots up its head, 
Thy gay, green, flow'ry tresses shear, 

For him that's dead ! 

Tbou, aatamn, wi* thy yellow hair, 
In grief thy sallow mantle tear ! 
Thoa, winter, harling thro' the air 

The roaring blast, 
Wide o'er the naked world deelare 

The worth we're lost ! 

Moarn him, thoa snn, great sooroe of light ! 
Moarn, empress of the silent night ! 
Aad yoa, ye twinkling starnies bright, 

My Matthew moarn ! 
F** T throagh yoar orbs he't ta'e&Yu» Vu^&V, 

Ne'er to Tetain. 
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O Henderson ! the man ! the brother ! 
And art thoa gone, and gone for ever ! 
And hast thoa crost that unknown rirer, 

Life's dreary bonnd ! 
Like thee, where shall I find another, 

The world aroand ! 

Go to yonr scalptur'd tombs, je Great, 
In a* the tinsel trash o' State ! 
Bat by thy honest tarf Fll wait, 

Thoa man of worth ! 
And weep the ae best fellow's fate 

E'er lay in earth. 



THE EPITAPH. 

Stop, passenger! my story's brief; 

And trath I shall relate, man ; 
I teil nae common tale o' grief, 

For Matthew was a great man. 

If thoa ancommon merit hast, 

Yet spnrn'd at fortane's door, man ; 

A look of pity hither cast, 
For Matthew was a poor man. 

If thoa a noble sodger art, 

That passest by thU grave, man, 

There moalders here a gallant heart ; 
For Matthew was a brave man. 

If thoa on men, their works and ways, 
Canst throw ancommon light, man ; 

Here lies wha weel had won the praise, 
For Matthew was a bright man. 

If thoa at friendship's sacred ca* 

Wad life itself resign, man ; 
The «rmpatbetio tear mann Ca', 
For Matthew was a kind man. 
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If tbon art staanch withoat a stain, 

Like the nnohaaging bloe, man ; 
Tbis was a kinsman o' thy ain, 

For Matthew was a troe man. 

If tbon hast wit, and fan, and fire, 
And ne'er gnid wine did fear, man ; 

Tbis was thy billie, dam, and sire, 
For Matthew was a queer man. 

If ony whiggish wbingin sot, 

To blame poor Matthew dare, man ; 

May dool and sorrow be his lot, 
For Matthew was a rare man« 



LAMENT OF MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS, 

ON THE APPROACH OF SPRING. 

Now Natnre hang« her mantle green 

On every blooming tree, 
And spreads her sheets o' daisies white 

Out-owre the grassy lea : 
Now Phoebus cheers the crystal streams. 

And glads the aznre skies ; 
Bnt nonght can glad the weary wight 

That fast in durance lies. 

Now lav'rocks wake the merry morn, 

Aloft on dewy wing ; 
The merle, in his noontide bow'r, 

Makes woodland echoes ring ; 
The mavis mild wi' many a note, 

Sings drowsy day to rest : 
In love and freedom they rejoice, 

Wi' care nor thrall opprest. 
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Now blooms the lilj by the bank, 

The primrose down the brae ; 
The hawthorn's badding in the glen, 

And milk-white is the slae : 
The meanest bind in fair Scotland 

May rove their sweets amang ; 
Bat I, the Qaeen of a' Scotland, 

Mann lie in prison sträng. 

I was the Queen o' bonnie France, 

Where happy I hae been, 
Fa' ligbtly rose I in the morn, 

As blythe lay down at e'en : 
And Im the sov'reign of Scotland, 

And mony a traitor there ; 
Yet here I lie in foreign bands, 

And never-ending care. 

Bat as for thee, thou false woman, 

My «ister and my fae, 
Grim vengeanoe, yet, shall whet a sword 

That thro' thy soal shall gae : 
The weeping blood in woman's breast 

Was never known to thee ; 
Nor th' balm that draps on woands of woe 

Frae woman's pitying ee. 

My son ! my son ! raay kinder stars 

Upon thy fortone shine ; 
And may those pleasares gild thy reign, 

That ne'er wad blink on mine ! 
God keep thee frae thy mother's faes, 

Or tarn their hearts to thee : 
And where thou meet'st thy mother's friend, 

Remember him for me ! 

Oh ! soon to me, may sammer-sons 

Nae mair light ap the morn ! 
Nae mair, to me, the aotamn winds 

Wave o'er the yellow com ! 
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Aod in the narrow hoose o* death 

Let winter round me rare ; 
And the next llowYs thtt deck the apring, 

Bloom on mj peaoefnl grave ! 



TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ. 

OP FIMTRA. 

La TB orippl'd of an arm, and now a leg, 
Aboat to beg sljhbs for leere to heg ; 
Dal], listless, teas'd, dejeoted, and deprest, 
(Natnre is adverse to a cripple'a rest): 
Will generons Graham lint to hU Poet'a wail ? 
(It soothei poor miaery, hearkening to her tele), 
And hear bim enne the light he fint sarvey'd, 
And doublj cnrse the lookless rhjnung trade ? 

Thou, Natnre, partial Natnre, I arraign ; 
Of thy caprioe maternal I.complain : 
The lion and the ball thy care hare fonnd, 
One shakes the forest», and one spnros the ground : 
Tboa giv'st the aas big hide, the snail his shell, 
TV envenom'd wasp, ▼iotorioos, gnards bis cell. — 
Thy minioDS, kings, defend, oontrol, devoor, 
In all th' omnipotenoe. of role and power. — 
Foxes and statesmea, subtile wiles ensore ; 
The cit and polecat stink, and are secnre. 
Toads with their poison, doetors with their drag, 
The priest and hedgehog in their robes, are snng. 
Ev'n silly woman has her warlike arts, 
Äer tongne and eyes, her dreaded spear and darts. 
Bat Oh ! tboa bitter step-mother and hard, 
3F*o thy poor, fenceless, naked cbild — the Bard ! 
-^V /Aing nnteachable in world's skill, 
^kod half an idiot too,. more helplesa still«. 
J^fo fcaeels to bear him from the op'uu\% ta&\ 
■*Vo *slawa to dig, his hated night to d»A\ 
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No boras, bul those by luckleas Hvmen »orn, 
And Ibose, alae ! not Amaltbea's born : 
No nerves olfact'rj, Mammon's trqstv cur, 
Chid in rieb dalneis' com for table für, 
In naked fecling, and in aebing pride, 
H« beara tb' nnbroken blast fiom ei'rj aide : 
Vampjra bookiellers draiu bim to the heart, 
And aoorpion oritics corcless renom dart. 

Critica— appall'd I venture on the name, 
Thoae eot-throat bandils in tbe patna of fame : 
Bloodj disseotori, worse tban ten Monroes ; 
He baaka to teach, thej mangle to expose, 

His heart bj oanseleti, wanton naliee wrang, 
By blookbeada' daring into madnesi itung ; 
Hia well-won baji, tbu lue itself more dear, 
Bj misoreanta torn, who ne'er ane sprig mnsl wi 
Foil'd bleeding, tortnr'd in tbe nneqnal alrife, 
Tbe hspleaa poet (oundera on thro' Hfe. 
Till fled eaob faope tbat onoe bis boaom fir'd. 
And Bad each sin» (hat gtorioos once inspir'd, 
Low sunk in aqualid, nnprotected age, 
Dead even resentment for bis inj u r'd page. 
He beedt or feels no more the ruthless critic's n 

So, bj lome bedge, the generon» ateed deceai 
For faaJf-starr'd snarling oors * daJDtj feast ; 
Br toil and famine wore to akin and booe. 
Lies senseleaa ofeach tagging bitob's bod. 

Odnlneas! portion of the tralj bleat ! 
Calm abelter'd baren ofetemaj n ' ' 
Tb; aona »'er madden in Ibe Her. 



Of fori 



's polar frei 



rridbean 



aallin^ higfa ehe filli the golden oap, 
With aober aelOah eiw thej sip it np ; 

Consoiona the boonteons meed thej well deaerre 
Thej OBlTWonder'BOBiefalki'do not «tarre. 
Tbe grrne sage bern thna tuv pioks bia frog, 
And Ibinks the mallard a sad worlhleaa dog. 
Wbes dJuppointmeül snaps the olae of bope, 
And thro 'ditasiroua night thej Äarklioi S"'¥ K . 
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With deaf endurance slnggishly they bear, 
And just cooolnde that * fools are fortune's care.' 
So, heavy, passive to the tempest's shocks, 
Strong on the sign-post Stands the stupid ox. 

Not so the idle mcises' mad-cap train, 
Not such the working of their moon-strnck brain ; 
Io eqnanimity they never dwell, 
By tarns in soaring heav'n, or vaalted hell. 

I dread thee, fate, relentless and severe, 
With all a poet's, bnsband's, father'g fear ! 
Already one strong-hold of hope is lost, 
Glencmm, the trnly noble, lies in dast ; 
(Fled, like the san eclips'd as noon appears, 
And left us darkling in a world of tears :) 
Oh ! bear my ardent, grate ful, selfish pray'r ! 
Fmtra, my other stay, long bless and spare ! 
Thro' a long life bis hopes and wishes crown, 
And bright in cloudless skies his san go down ! 
May btiu domestic smooth his private path ; 
Give energy to life ; and sooth bis latest breatb, 
With many a filial tear oircling the bed of death ! 



LAMENT 

FOR JAMES, EARL OF OLENCAIRN. 

The wind blew hollow frae the hüls, 

By fits the sun's departing beam 
Look'd on the fading yellow woods 

Tbat wav'd o'er Lngar's winding stream : 
Beneath a craigy steep, a bard, 

Laden with years and meikle pain, 
' In loud lament bewail'd his lord, 

Whom death had all ontimely ta'en. 
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He lean'd bim to an anoieot aik, 

Whose trank 'was monld'ring down with years ; 
His locks were bleached white wi' time ! 

His hoary cheek was wet wi' tears ! 
Aud as he toooh'd his trembling harp, 

And as he tan'd his dolefal sang, 
The winds, lamenting tbro' their caves, 

To ecbo bore the notes alang. 

" Ye scatter'd birds tbat faintly sing, 

Tbe reliqaes of tbe veraal qaire ! 
Ye woods that shed on a' the winds 

The hononrs of the aged year ! 
A few short months, and glad and gay 

Again ye'll charm the ear and ee ; 
But nocht in a' revolving time 

Can gladness bring again to me. 

"I am a bending aged tree, 

That long has stood the wind and rain ; 
Bat now has come a ernel blast, 

And my last hold of earth is gane : 
Nae leaf o' mine «hall greet the spring, 

Nae simmer san exalt my bloom ; 
Bat I mann lie before the storm, 

And ithers plant them in my room. 

" IVe seen sae mony changefu' years, 

On earth I am a stranger grown ; 
I wander in the ways of men, 

Alike nnknowing and anknown : 
Unheard, anpitied, nnreliev'd, 

I bear alane my lade o' care, 
For silent, low, on beds o' dast, x 

Lie a' that woald my sorrows share. 

" And last (the sam of a' my griefs !) 

My noble master lies in clay ; 
Tbe flow'r amang oor barons bold, 
His coantrj» pride, bis oouutxj'a stay : 
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In weary being now I pine, 

For a' tbe life of life is dead, 
And hope has left my aged ken, 

Od forward wing for ever fled. 

" Awake thy last sad voice, my barp ! 

The voice of woe and wild despair ! 
Awake, resonnd thy tatest lay, 

Then sleep in silence evermair ! 
And thoa, my last, best, only friend, 

That fillest an unlimely tomb, 
Accept tbis tribnte from the bard 

Thoa broaght from fortane's mirkest gloom. 

" In poverty's low barren vale, 

Thick mists, obscare, involv'd me round ; 
Tboagh oft I tarn'd the wistfal eye, 

No ray of fame was to be foond : 
Thoa foand'st me, like the morning san 

That melts the fogs in limpid air ; 
The friendless bard, and rustic song, 

Became alike thy fostering care. 

" Oh ! wby has worth so short a date, 

While villains ripen grey with time ? 
Mast thoa, the noble, gen'roas, great, 

Fall in bold manhood's hardy priine ! 
"Why did I live to see tbat day? 

A day to me so fall of woe ! 
Oh ! had I met the mortal shaft 

Whicb laid my benefactor low ! 

" The bridegroom may forget tbe bride 
Was made his wedded wife yestreen ; 

The monarch may forget the crown 
Tbat on his head an honr has been ; 

The mother may forget the child 

That smiles sae sweetly on her knee ; 

Bat I'Ji remember tbee, Glencaira, 
. Aod a' tbat thou hast done for meV 



To theo this votire oHering I Import, 

The teufnl tribnte of a broken beart. 

The friexd tbgn «Ined'al, I the patron lov'd ; 

Hia north, hij bonour, all the world opprov'd. 

We'll raoiirn tili we too go os he hu gone. 

And (read the dremv path to tbit dwt worli 



TAM O' SHANTER. 

«Salt. 



Ad' getling Ton i 



n the I 



hopp;, 



Tbat lie between ns and out bame, 
Whare sits onr solkj siilleo donin, 
Golbering her browa like gathering «tonn, 
Nnriing Der wrath to keep it worin. 
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Tbis troth fand honest Tarn o' Shanter, 
As he frae Ayr ae night did canter, 
(Auld Ayr, wham ne'^r a town sarpasses, 
For honest men and honnie lasses). 

O Tarn ! had'st thou hat been sae wise, 
As ta'en thj ain wife Kate'* advice ! 
Sbe taold thee weel thoa was a skellam, 
A blethering, blnstering, drnnken blellom ; 
Thmt frae November tili October, 
Ae market-day tbon wasna sober ; 
Tbat ilka meider, wi' tbe milier, 
Thon sat as lang as thoa had silier } 
Tbat ev'ry naig was ca'd a sboe on, 
Tbe smrth and thee gat roaring fou on ; 
Tbat at tbe L — d's hoase, ev'n on Snnday, 
Thoa drank wi* Kirton Jean tili Mondaj. 
Sbe prophesy'd, that late or soon, 
Thoa woald be foand deep drown'd in Doon ; 
Or eatch'd wi' warlocks in the mirk, 
By Alloway's auld haonted kirk. 

Ah ! gentle dames ! it gars me greet, 
To think bow mony connsels sweet, 
How mony lengthen'd, sage advices, 
The hnsband frae the wife despises ! 

Bat to oar tale : Ae market night, 
Tom had got planted unco right ; 
Fast by an ingle, bleezing finely, 
Wi' reaming swats, that drank divinely ; 
And at his elbow, sonter Johnny, 
His aocient, trasty, droatby crony ; 
Tarn lo'ed him like a vera brither ; 
Tbey had been foa for weeks tbegither» 
Tbe night drave on wi' sangs an' clatter ; 
And aye tbe ale was growing better: 
The landlady and Tarn grew gracious ; 
"Wi' favoars, secret, sweet, and precious r 
The sonter taald his qaeerest stories ; 
Tbe landlord's langh was xeaÄj c\iot\ja\ 



Care, mad to see a man sie happj, 
E'en drown'd üimael amang the nappj ; 
As beea Dee harne vi' lade« o' treaiure, 
The minutc» wing'd their waj vi' pleast 
Kings maj be bleat, bot Tom waa glorio 

BdI pleasnrea are lite poppiea spread, 
Von sei« the flow'r, ita blnom is afaed ; 
Or like the annw-fall» in the Hier, . 



tetber lime or tidc 
mache» Tarn mann 
night'« blank arch 



The ratlling abo»' 



night he tat» the road in, 
ioor sinner hu abroad in. 

twod blawn ita last ; 



eedj gleaniB the diirknt 
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The d. 



light, a 



lild migbt i 



Verstand, 
«band. 

', M'9. 



Weel monnted on hia giej m 
A better neier lifted leg, 
Tarn »kelpit od UuV dnh and mir*, 
Deapiaing wiud, and rain, and iire ; 
Whiles banding fut hia frnid blne bannet ; 
Wbilea crooniog o'er aome ould Seoti so lue 
Whiles glowring round vi' prüden! am, 
Lest boglsi catch bim unawarea ; 
Xiri-Alhumg was drawing ligb, 
Wbsro gkaiiu and faonleU nigntij erj.— 
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Bj this time he was cross the ford, 
Whare in the snaw the chapmao smoor'd ; 
And past the birks and meikle stane, 
Whare drunken Charlie brak's neck-bane ; 
And thro' the wbins, and by the «airn, 
Whare honten fand the morder 'd bairn ; 
And near the thorn, aboon the well, 
Whare Mungo' & mittler hang'd hersei. — 
Before him Doon poora all her floods ; 
The doobling atonn roars thro' the wooda; 
The lightnings flash from pole to pole ; 
Near and more near the thonders voll ; 
Wben, glimmering thro* the groaoing trees, 
Kirh-AUeway seem'd in a bleeze ; 
Thro* ilka bore the beams were glancing ; 
And lood resoonded mirth and daucing.— 

Inspiring bold John Barleycorn ! 
What dangers thoo canst make os «com ? 
Wi' tippennj, we fear nae evil ; 
Wi' osqoebae, we'll face the devil ! — 
Tbe swats sae ream'd in Tammie's noddle, 
Fair play, he car'dna deils a boddle. 
Bot Maggie stood right sair astonish'd, 
Till, bj tbe beel and band admonisb'd, 
She ventor'd forward on tbe light ; 
And, vow ! Tarn saw an unco aight! 
Warlocks andwitohes in a dance ; 
Nae cotillion brent new frae France, 
Bot horopipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reels, 
Pot life and mettle in •their heels. 
A winnock bonker in the east, 
There sat aold Nick, in sbape o' beast ; 
A towzie tjke, black, grün, and large, 
To gie them masic was his charge : 
He screw'd the pipes and gart them skirl, 
Till roof and rafters a' did dirl. — 
Coffins stood jocmd like open presses, 

That shaw'dtke dead in tlieir Ua\. &.t««&&v<» 
vol. i. ^ 



I 
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And by some devilish cantrip sliglit, 
Each in its canld band held a light, — 
By which beroic Tarn was able 
To note upon tbe haly table, 
A raurderer's banes in gibbet airns ; 
Twa span-lang, wee, unchristen'd bairns ; 
A thief, new-catted frae a rape, 
Wi' his last gasp bis gab did gape ; 
Five tomahawks, wi' blnid red rusted ;.. 
Five scimitars, wi' mnrder crnsted ; 
A garter, whioh a babe had strangled ; 
A knife, a father's throat had mangled, 
Whom bis ain son o' Hfe bereft, 
The gray hairs yet stack to the heft; 
Wi' mair o' horrible and awfa', 
"Which ev'n to name wad be unlawfu*. 

As Tammie glowr'd, amaz'd, and curious, 
The mirth and fem grew fast and furious : 
The piper loud and londer blew ; 
The dancers quick and quicker flew ; 
They reel'd, they set, they cross'd, they cleekit, 
Till ilka carlin swat and reekit, 
And coost her duddies to the wark, 
And linket at it in her sark ! 

Now Tarn, O Tum ! had they been qaeans 
A' plump and strapping, in their teeas ; 
Tbeir sarks, instead o' creeshie flannen, 
Been snaw- white seventeen hunder linen ! 
Thir breeks o' mine, my only pair, 
That ance were plush, o' gaid blue hair, 
I wad hae gi'en tbera äff my hurdies, 
For ae blink o' the bonnie burdies ! 

But witber'd beldams, auld and droll, 
Rigwiddie hags wad spean a foal, 
Lowping an' flinging on a cnmmock, 
I wonder did na turn thy stomach. 

But Tarn kenn'd what was wbat fa' brawlie, 
Tbere was ae winsome weuch *&& N*3&i&, 
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That night' inlisted in the core, 
(Lang after kenn'd on Carrich sbore ! 
For monj a beut to dead »he shot, 
And perisb'd monj a bonnie boat, 
And sbook baith meikle com and bear, 
And kept the conntry-side in fear), 
Her catty sark, o* Paisley harn, 
That wbile a lassie she had worn, 
In longitnde tho* sorely scanty, 
It was her best, and she was vaantie. — 
Ab ! little kenn'd thj rev'rend grannie, 
That sark she ooft for her wee Nannte, 
Wi' twa pond Seots ('twas a' her riches), 
Wad ever grac'd a dance of witches ! 

Bat here my mase her wing mann eoor ; 
Sic fligbts are far beyond her pow'r ; 
To sing how Nannie lap and flang, 
(A soaple jade she was and sträng) 
And how Tarn stood, like ane bewitcb'd, 
And thought his very een enrich'd ; 
Even Satan glowr'd, and ßdg'd fa' fain, 
Ahd hotch'd and blew wi' might and main j 
Till first ae caper, syne anither, 
Tarn tint his reason a' thegither, 
And roars oat, " Weel done, Catty-sark !" 
And in an instant all was dark : 
And scarcely had he Maggie rallied, 
"When oat the hellish legion sallied. 

As bees bizz oot wi' angry fyke, 
When plandering herds assaü their byke ; 
As open pnssie's mortal foes, 
When, pop ! she Starts before their nose ; 
As eager rans the market-crowd, 
When, " Catch the thief !" resoands alood ; 
So Maggie rans, the witches follow, 
Wi* mony an eldritch skreecb and hollow. 

Ah, Tarn! ah, Tarn! thou'll get tby fatrin! 
In bell the/')i rotut thee like a bemu\ 
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In yain thy Kate awaits thy comin ! 
Kate soon will be a woefu' woman ! 
Now, do thy speedy atmost, Meg, 
And win the key-stane* o' the brig; 
There at them thoa thy tail may toss, 
A running stream they darena cross. 
Bat ere the key-stane she coald make, 
The fient a tail she had to shake ! 
For Nannte, far before the rest, 
Hard npon noble Maggie prest, 
And flew at Tarn wi' farious ettle ; 
Bot utile wist she Maggie' % mettle — 
Ae spring brought off her master bale, 
Bat left behind her ain grey tail : 
The carlin claaght her by the rump, 
And left poor Maggie scarce a stamp. 



Now, wha tbis tale o' truth shall read, 
Ilk man and mother's son, tak heed : 
Whene'er to drink yoa are inclin'd, 
Or cutty-sarks rnn in yoar mind, 
Think, ye may bay the joys owre dear, 
Remember Tarn o' Shanters mare. 



ON SEEING A WOUNDED HARE 

LIMP BY ME, WH1CH A FELLOW HAD JUST SHOT i 

Inhuman man ! cnrse on thy barb'roos art, 
And blasted be thy uaurder-aiming eye ! 
May never pity sooth thee witb a sigh, 

Nor ever pleasare gl ad thy crael heart ! 

* lt is a well known fact, that witches, or any evil sp 
have no power to follow a poor wight any farther thai 
middle of the next running stream.— It may be proper 
wise to mention to the benighted traveller, that when be 
in with bogles, whatever danger may be in bis going for* 
there is mach more hazard in torning back. 
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Go live, poor wanderer of the wood and field, 

Tbe bitter little that of life remains : 

No more the thickening brakes and verdaut piain s, 
To tbee sball home, or food, or pastime yield. 

Seek, mangled wretcb, some place of wonted rest, 
No more of rest, bat oow thy djing bed ! 
T%» sbeltering rushes whistling o'er thy head, 

Tbe cold earth with thy bloodj bosom prest. 

Oft m by winding Nith, I, maaing wait 
The sober eve, or fcail the oheerfol dawn, 
Fll miss tbee sporting o'er the dewy lawn, 

And ourse the roüian's aira, and monrn thy hapless fate. 



ADDRESS TO THE SHADE OF THOMSON, 

ON CROWN ING H1S BÜST AT EDNAM, ROX- 
BURGHSHIRE, WITH BAYS. 

While virgin Spring, by Eden's flood, 

Unfolds her tender mantle green, 
Or pranks the sod in frolio mood, 

Or tnnes Eolian strains between : 

"While Summer with a matron grace 
Retreats to Drybargh's cooling shade, 

Yet oft, delighted, stops tp trace 
The progress of the spiky blade : 

While Antnmn, benefactor kind, 

By Tweed erecU his aged head, 
And sees, with self-approving mind, 

Each creatnre on his bounty fed : 

While maniac Winter rages o'er 

The hüls whence classic Yarrow flows, 

Roosing the turbid torrent's roar, 
Or sweeping, wild, a waste of snows : 
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So long, sweet Poet of the year, 

Sball bloom that wreath tbou well hast won ; 
Wbile Sootia, with exulting tear, 

Proclaims that Thomson was her son. 



ON THE LATE 

CAPTAIN GROSE'S PEREGRINATIONS 

^rougfj Scotlanfc, 

COLLECTING THE ANTIQUITIES OF THAT KINGDOM. 

Hear, Land o' Cakes, and brither Scots, 
Frae Maidenkirk to Johnny Groat's ; 
If there's a hole in a' your coats, 

I rede yoa tent it : 
A chield r s amang jon taking notes, 

And, faith, he' 11 prent iL 

If in your bonnds ye chance to light 

Upon a 6ne, fat, fodgel wight, 

O' stature short, bat genias bright, 

That's he, mark weel — 
And wow ! he has an unoo sleight 

O' cauk and keel. 

By some anld, houlet-hauuted biggin*, 
Or kirk deserted by its riggin, 
It's ten to ane ye'U find him snag in 

Some eldritch part, 
Wi' deils, they say, L— d save's ! colleaguin 

At some black art. — 

* Vide bis Ant\<pnt\e% of ScoV\*»A, 
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Ilk ghaist that haants auld ha' or chamer, 

Ye gipsey-gang that deal in glamor, 

And jou, deep read in hell'» black grammar, 

Warlock 8 and w itclies j 
Ye'll quake at bis conjoring hammer, 

Ye midnight b es. 

It's tanld he was a sodger bred, 
And ane wad rather fa'n than fled ; 
Bat now he's qoat the spartle blade, 

And dog-skin wallet, 
And ta'en the — Antiquarum trade, 

I think they call it. 

He has a footb o' auld nick-nackets ; 
Rusty airn eaps and jinglin jackets*, 
Wad band the Lothians three in tacket», 

A towmoüt guid ; 
And parritch-pats, and auld saat-backets, 

Before the Flood. 

Of Eve's first fire he has a cinder ; 
Anld Tubalcaiu's fire-shool and fender ; 
That which distinguished the gender 

O' Balaam's ass ; 
A broom-stick o' the witch of Endor, 

Weel shod wi' brass. 

Forbye, be'll sbape you äff, fa' gleg, 

The cut of Adam' s philibeg ; 

The knife that nicket Abel's craig, 

Hell prove you fully, 
It was a faulding jocteleg, 

Or lang-kail gnllie. — 



* Vide his Treatise on Ancient Armour and Wc%v>ou%. 
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Bat wad ye see him io his glee, 
For raeikle glee and fun has he, 
Theo set him down, and twa or three 

Goid fellows wi' him ; 
And pari, port ! shine thou a wee, 

And then ye'll see him ! 

Now, by the pow'rs o' verse and prose ! 
Thou art a.dainty chield, O Grose! — 
Whae'er o' tbee shall ill suppose, 

They sair misca' thee ; 
I'd take the rascal by the nose, 

Wad say, Shame fa' tbee ! 



TO MISS CRUIRSHANKS, 

% bern gotmg ICaBp. 

WRITTEN ON THE BLANK LEAF OF A BOOK PRE- 
SENTED TO HER BY THE AUTHOR. 

Beauteoüs rose-bnd, yoang and gay, 
Blooming in thy earlj May, 
Never may'st thou, lovely flow'r, 
Chilly shrink in sleety show'r ! 
Never Boreas' boary path, 
Never Euros' pois'nous breath, 
Never baleful stellar lights, 
Taint thee with antimely blights ! 
Never, never reptile thief 
Riot on thy virgin leaf ! 
Nor even Sol too fiercely view 
Thy bosom blashing still with dew ! 

May'st thou long, sweet crimson gern, 
Richly deck thy native stein ; 
Till sorae ev'ning, sober, calm, 
Dropping dews, and breathing balm, 
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White all around tbe woodland rings, 
And ev'ry bird thy requiem sings ; 
Thoo, amid the dirgefol soond, 
Sbed thy dying honoars round, 
And resign to parent earth 
Tbe loveliest form she e'er ga?e birth. 



ON READINO, IN A NEWSPAPER, 

THE DEATH OF JOHN M'LEOD, ESQ. 

ROTHER TO A YODNO LADY, A PARTICULAR FRIEND 
OF THE AUTHOR'S. 

Sad tby tale, thoa idle page, 

And raefal tby alarms : 
Death tears the brother of her Io?e 

From Isabella's arms. 

Sweetly deckt with pearly dew 

Tbe raorning rose may blow ; 
Bot cold saccessive noontide blasts 

May lay its beauties low. 

Fair on Isabella's moro 

Tbe san propitioas smil'd ; 
Bat, long ere noon, saooeeding clonds 

Sacoeeding hopes begail'd. 

Fate oft tears the bosom ohords 

That natare finest sträng : 
So Isabella's heart was form'd, 

And so that heart was wrang. 

Dread Omnipotence, alone, 

Can heal the woand he gave ; 
Can point the brimful grief-worn e^w 

To acenes beyond the grwe. 



1 



HÜMBLE PETITION OF BBUAR WAT 

ffiu il]t jftofilt Bufce nf "SiiwU. 

My Lord, I know innr nofaln aar 

Woe ne'er as.aüs in vain ; 
Embolden'd Ihm, I beg voö'11 benr 

Tour Immlile Slive camplun, 
Hon «ucy Phosbni' gcorohing beuis, 

In flaming iDBimer-pride, 
Drj-witheriiig, wüte nj fbamj atreanu, 

And drint inj crysial tida. 



Tb* li 

Tbl 



ighlly-^oii 



"»"p"'7, n 



If, ir 

They near the tnargin «trny ; 
If, haplesi cbancK ! they Ungar lang, 

I'in scorcbiug np tu shallon, 
Thcj're left tha »hitening sUnea atoang. 

In guping death to wallow. 

Lait day I grat wi' apite and laen, 
AsPoet B*"*oatoby, 

Tbat, to a bard I abonld be acen 
Wi'haJfmyeiianneldry: 
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A panegyric rhyme, I ween, 

Even as I was he shor'd me ; 
Bat bad I io my glory been, 

He, kneeling, wad ador'd me. 

Here, foaming down the shelvy rock 8, 

In twisting strength I rin ; 
There, high my boiliog torrent sraokes, 

Wild-röaring o'er a linn : 
Eojoying large each spring and well 

As natare gave them me, 
I am, altho r I say't mysel, 

Worth gaan a raile to see. 

Woold then my noble master please 

To grant my highest wisbes, 
He'll shade my banks wi' tow'ring trees, 

And bonnie spreading basbes ; 
Delighted doably then, my Lord, 

Yoa'll wander on my banks, 
And listen mony a grateful bird 

Retarn yoa taneful thanks. 

The sober laverock, warbling wild, * 

Shall to the skies aspire ; 
The gowdspink, masic's gayest child, 

Shall sweetly join the choir : 
The blackbird strong, tbe lintwhite clear, 

The mavis mild and mellow ; 
The robin pensive aatamn cheer, 

In all her locks of yellow : 

This too, a covert shall ensare, 

To shield them from tbe storm ; 
And coward maukin sleep secare, 

Low in her grassy form : 
Here shall the shepherd make bis seat, 

To weave bis crown of flow'rs ; 
Or find a sheltering safe retreat, 

From prone descending show'rs. 



i 
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And here, by sweet endearing stealth, 

Shall meet the loviog pair, 
Despising worlds with all their wealtb 

As empty, idle care : 
Tbe flow 'r 8 shall vie in all their cbarras 

The hoar of heav'n to grace, 
And birks extend their fragrant arms, 

To screen the dear embrace. 

Here haply too, at vernal dawn, 

Some masing bard may stray, 
And eye the smoking, dewy lawn, 

And misty mountain, grey ; 
Or, by the reaper's nightly beam, 

Mild-cheqnering thro' the trees, 
Rare to my darkly-dashing stream, 

Hoarse-swelling on tbe breeze. 

Let lofty firs, and ashes cool, 

My lowly banks o'erspread, 
And view, deep-bending in the pool, 

Their sbadows' wat'ry bed ! 
Let «fragrant birks in woodbines drest 

My craggy cliffs adorn ; 
And, for tbe little songster's nest, 

The dose embow'ring thorn. 

So may old Scotia's darling hope, 

Yoar little angel band, 
Spring, like their fathers, op to prop 

Their honoar'd native land ! 
So may thro' Albion's farthest ken, 

To social-flowing glasses, 
The grace be — " Athole's honest men, 

And Athole's bonnie lasses !" 



I 
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ON SCARING SOME WATER POWL 

IN LOCH-TÜRIT, 
i WILD SCENE AMONG THE HILLS OF OÜGHTBRTYRE. 

Why, ye tenants of the lake, 
For me yoar wat'rj haunt forsake ? 
Teil me, fellow-creatores, why 
At my presence thas you fly ? 
Why distarb yoar social joys, 
Parent, fjlial, kindred ties ? — 
Common friend to you and me, 
Natore's gifte to all are free : 
Peacefol keep yoar dirapliog waye, 
Basy feed, or wanton lave ; 
Or, beneatb the sheltering rock, 
Bide the sarging billow's shock. 

Conscioas, blashing for oar race, 
Sooo, too soon, yoar fears I trace : 
Man, yoar pro od, asarping foe, 
Woald be lord of all below ; 
Plames himself in Freedom's pride, 
Tyrant stern to all beside. 

The eagle, from the cliffy brow, 
Marking yoo his prey below, 
In his breast no pity dwells, 
Strang necessity compels. 
Bat man, to whora alone is giv'n 
A ray direct from pitying Heay'n, 
Glories in his heart humane — 
And creatures for his pleasare slain. 

In these savage, liqoid plains, 
Only known to wand'ring swains, 
Where the mossy riv'let strays, 
Far from human bannt* and ways ; 
AU on Nature yoa depend, 
Aad life'e poor seasoo rjea&efrA «(&«&• 
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Or, if man's superior might 
Dare invade your native right, 
On the lofty ethor borne, 
Man with all bis pow'rs yoa scorn ; 
Swiftly seek, od clanging wings, 
Other lakes and other Springs ; 
And the foe yoa cannot brave, 
Scorn at least to be bis slave. 



WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL 

OVER THE CHIMNEY-PIECE, IN THE PARLOUR OF THE 
INN AT KENMORE, TAYMOÜTH. 

Admiring Natore in her wildest grace, 

These norlhern scenes with weary feet I traoe ; 

O'er many a winding dale and painfol steep, 

Th' abodes of covey'd groase and tiraid sheep, 

My savage journey, cnrions, I parsae, 

Till fam'd Breadalbane opens to my view.— 

The meeting cliffs each deep-sank glen divides, 

The woods, wild scatter'd, clothe their ample sides : 

Th' ontstretching lake, embosom'd 'mang the hüls, 

The eye with wonder and amazement fills ; 

The Tay meand'ring sweet in infant pride, 

The palace rising on his verdant side ; 

The lawns wood-fring'd in Nature's native taste ; 

The hillocks dropt in Natnre's careless haste ; 

The arches striding o'er the new-born stream ; 

The village, glittering in the noon-tide beam — 

******* 

Poetic ardonrs in my bosom swell, 

Lone wand'ring by the hermit's mossy oell ; 

The sweeping theatre of banging woods ; 

Th' incessant roar of headlong tumbiing floods — 

******* 

Here Poesy might wake b« YwtVttAan^tljte, 
And Iook throogh nature viilVi cYe*to« fet*\ 
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Here, to the wrongs of fate half reconcil'd, 
Misfortnne's lighten'd Steps might wander wild ; 
And Disappointment, in these lonely bonnds, 
Find balm to soothe her bitter, rankling wonnds : 
Here beart-struck Grief might heav'nward Stretch 
her scan, 

And injar'd Worth forget and pardon man. 

******* 



WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL, 

STANDING BY THE FALL OF FYERS, NEAR LOCH-NLSS. 

Among the heathy hüls and ragged woods 

The roaring Fyers ponrs his mossj floods ; 

Till fall he dashes od the rockj mounds, 

Where, throngh a shapeless breach, his stream re- 

sounds. 
As high in air the bnrsting torrents flow, 
As deep recoiling surges foara below, 
Prone down the rock the whitening sheet descends, 
And viewless echo's ear, astonish'd, rends. 
Dim-seen, throngh rising mists and ceaseless show'rs, 
The hoarj cavern, wide-snrroanding, low'rs. 
Still thro' the gap the strnggling river toils, 

And still below tbe horrid caaldron boils — 

******* 



ON THE 

BIRTH OF A POSTHUMOUS CHILD, 

BORN IN PECDLIAR C1RCUMSTANCES OF FAMILY 

DISTRESS. 

Sweet Flow'ret, pledge o' meikle love, 

And ward o* mony a pray'r, 
Wbat beart o' «taue wad thou na mo\e, 
Sae belpless, sweet, and fair l 
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November hirples o'er the lea, 
Chili, on tby lovely form ; 

And gane, alas! the shelt'ring tree, 
Shonld shield thee frae a storm. 

May He who gives the rain to pour, 
And wings the blast to blaw, 

Protect thee frae the driving show'r, 
The bitter frost and snaw ! 

May He, the friend of woe and want, 
Who heals life's varioas stoands, 

Protect and guard the mother plant, 
And heal her crnel woands ! 

Bat late she floarish'd, rooted fast, 
Fair on the sammer morn : 

Now feebly bends she in the blast, 
Unshelter'd and forlorn. 

Biest be thy bloora, thou lovely gern, 
Unscath'd by ruffian hand ! 

And from thee many a parent stem 
Arise to deck oar land ! 



SECOND EPISTLE TO DAVIE, 

A BROTHER POET*. 

AÜLD NEEBOR, 

I'm three times donbly o'er yoar debtor, 
For yoar aald-farrent, frien'ly letter ; 
Tho' I mann say't, I doubt ye flatter, 

Ye speak sae fair ; 
For my poir, silly, rhymin clatter, 

Some less maun sair. 

* Tbia is prefixed to the poenu of D*v\& &W\k, \«fc\ 
st Kilmarnock, 1789. 



CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. 193 

Haie be your heart, hale be your fiddle ; 
Lang may yoar elback jink an' diddle, 
To cheer you thro' the weary widdle 

O' war'ly cares, 
Till bairns' bairns kindly caddle 

Yoar aald gray hairs. 

Bat, Davie, lad, I'ra red ye're glaikit ; 
Im tauld the Muse ye hae negleckit j 
An' gif it's sae ye sud be licket 

Until ye fyke ; 
Sic haans as yoa sad ne'er be faikit, 

Be hain't wha like. 

For me, I'm on Parnassas' brink, 

Rivin the words to gar tbem clink ; 

Whyles daez't wi' love, whyles daez't wi* drink, 

Wi' jads or masons ; 
An' whyles, bat aye owre late, I think 

Braw sober lessons. 

Of a' the thoaghtless sons o' man, 
Commend me to the Bardle clan ; 
Except it be some idle plan 

O' rhymin clink, 
The devil-baet, that I sad ban ! 

They ever think. 

Nae thonght, nae view, nae scheine o' livin, 
Nae cares to gie as joy or grievin ; 
Bat jast the poachie pat the nieve in, 

Ad' while oaght's tbere, 
Then, hiltie, skiltie, we gae scrievin, 

An' fash nae mair. 

Leeze me on rhyme ! it's aye a treasure, 
My chief, amaist my only pleasare, 
At harne, a-field, at wark or leisare, 

The Mase, poor hizzie ! 
TW roagh an' raplock be her measure, 

Sbe's seldom lazy. 
vol. i. o 
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Hand to the Muse, my daioty Davie : 
Tbe warP may play yoa mony a shavie ; 
Bat for tbe Mose, she'U never leave ye, 

Tho* e'er sae puir, 
Na, even tbo' limpin wi' tbe spavie 

Frae door to door. 



THE INVENTORY. 

IN ANSWER TO 
A MANDATE BY A SURVEYOR OF THE TAX ES. 

SlR, as yoar mandate did reqnest, 
I send yoa bere a faitbfa' list, 
My horses, servants, carts, and graith, 
To which I'm free to tak my aith. 

Imprimis, then, for carriage cattle, 
I bae four brat es o' gallant mettle, 
As ever drew before a pettle ; 
My hand-arfore*, a guid auld has-been, 
And wight and wilfa' a' bis days seen ; 
My hand-a-hin t, a gnid brown filly, 
"Wha aft bas borne ine safe frae Killie f, 
And yoar auld boroagb mony a time, 
In days when riding was nae crime : 
Bat ance when in my wooing pride 
I like a blockbead boost to ride, 
Tbe wilfa* creatnre sae I pat to, 
(L — d, pardon a' my sios an' thsjt too!) 
I play'd my filly sie a shavie, 
She's a' bedevil d wi' tbe spavie. 
My fur-<t-hi*§, a guid grey beast, 
As e'er in tag or tow was trao'd : 

* The fore-horse on the left-hand in the plough. 

t Tbe hindmost on the left-hand in the plough. 

} KiJmarnock. 

§ The hindmost hone on tive i\!t)&tan& Va tiie olongh. 
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Tbe fonrtb, a Highland Donald basty, 
A d-mn'd red-wed Kilburaie blas tie. 
Forbj a eowte, of cowtet tbe wale, 
An erer m before a tail ; 
An* Im Im sparM to Im a beut, 
Hell draw bm altera pond at least. 

Wheel earriagM I hae bat few, 
Three carte, and twa are faskly aew ; 
Ab aald wheel-barrow, mair rar token, 
Ae leg and baith tbe traau are brokea ; 
I nade a poker o* tbe sptadle, 
Aad m y aald mitber bnut tbe trandle. 
Fer bmb, Vit three miaebieroas boys, 
Raa-deili rar natia and for aoiae ; 
A gadsman ane, a tbresber t'other, 
Wee Ditoo bandi tbe nowte in fbtber. 
I nie tbem, as I ought, disoreetly, 
Aad ölten labonr tbem oompletely, 
And aye on Sundayi duly mghtly, 
I ob tbe qaeitions tairge tbem tigbti y, 
1111 falth wee Davoo's grown sae gleg, 

2*ho* loareel y langer tban my leg), 
eil lereed yoa äff efectual catttay, 
Af fast as ooy in tbe dwalling. 

Vit nane in female serrant Station, 
Lord keep me aye free a' tenptation 1 
I hae nae wife, and tbat my bUes is, a 

Aad ye hae laid nae tax'on aiiases; 
For weana I'm mair than weel oontented, 
Heeren seat me ane mair tban I wanted ; 
My soasie, smirking, dear-booght Best, 
Sbe stares tbe daddie in her faee, 
Eneagh of ooght ye like bat graoe. 
Bat her, my bonnie, sweet, wee ledy, 
I've seid eneogb for her already, 
And if ye tax her or her mither, 
By tbe L— d ye'se get tbem a v thegithetl 
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ADDRESS TO THE TOOTHACI 



■ opon tby venqm'd sinne. 
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Adown my beard the slavers trickle ! 
I throw the wee stools o'er the mickle, 
As round the fire the giglets keckle 

To see me Jonp ; 
White raving mad, I wish a heckle 

Were in their doup. 

O* a' the oum'rons human dools, 

111 bar'sts, daft bargains, evtty-stools, 

Or worthy friends rak'd i' the mools, 

Sad sight to see ! 
The tricks o' knaves, or fash o' fools, 

Thou bear'st the gree. 

Where'er that place be priest« ca' hell, 
Whence a' the tones o' mis'ry jell, 
And raoked plagues their numbers teil, 

In dreadfu' raw, 
Thou, Toothach, surely bear'st the bell 

Amang thera a* ! 

O thou grira raischief-making diel, 
That gars the uotes of discord squeel, 
Till daft mankiud aft dauce a reel 

In göre a shoe-thick ; — 
Gie a' the faes o' Scotland's weal 

A towmond's Toothach ! 
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THE WHISTLE. 
% ItellaB* 



As the authentic prote history of the Whistle is cnrioos, I ahall 
here give it.— In the traitf of Anne of Denmark, wben ihe 
came to Scotland with onr James the Sixth, there came 
over also a Danish gentleman of gigantic statare and great 
prowess, and a matchless champion of Bacchus. He had a 
little ebony Whistle, which at the commencement of tha 
orgies he laid on the table, and whoever was last able to 
blow it, every body eise being disabled by the potency of the 
bottle, was to carry off the Whistle as a trophy of vletory. 
The Dane prodoced credentials of his victories, withoat a 
Single defeat, at the courts of Copenhagen, Stockholm! Moa- 
cow, Warsaw, and several of the petty conrts in Germany; 
and challenged the Scots Bacchanalians to the alternative 
of trying his prowess, or eise of acknowledging their infe- 
riority.— After many overthrows on the part of the Scots,tbe 
Dane was enconntered by Sir Robert Lawrie of Maxweiton, 
ancestor of the present worthy baronet of that name; who, 
after three days and three night«' hard contest, left the 
Scandinavian ander the table, 

And bleut on the Whistle his reguiem shrilL 



Sir Walter, son to Sir Robert before mentioned, i 
lost the Whistle to Walter Riddel of Glenriddel, wbo had 
married a sister of Sir Walter's.— On Friday, the lflth of 
October, 1790, at Friars-Carse the Whistle was onee raore 
contended for, as related in the bailad, by the present Sir 
Robert Lawrie of Maxwelton ; Robert Riddel, Esq. of Glen- 
riddel, lineal descendant and representative öf Walter Rid- 
del, who won the Whistle, and in whose family it had eon- 
tinued; and Alexander Ferguson, Esq. of Craigdarroeh, 
likewise descended of the great Sir Robert; which last 
gentleman carried off the hard-won honoors of the fleld. 



I sing of a Whistle, a Whistle of worth, 
I sing of a Whistle, the pride of the North, 
Was bronght to the court of onr good Soottiah king, 
And long with tbis Whistle all Scotland shall ring. 
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Old Loda*, still raeing the arm of Fingal, 
The god of the bottle sends down from his hall — 
" Tbis Wbistle's yoar challenge, in Scotland get o'er, 
And drink them to hell, Sir, or ne'er see me more !" 

Old poets htve sang, and old chronicles teil, 
"What Champions ventar'd, what champions feil ; 
The son of great Loda was conqaeror still, 
And blew on the Whistle his reqaiem shrill. 

Till Robert, the lord of tbe Cairn and the Scaar, 
Unmatch'd at the bottle, anconqner'd in war, 
He drank his poor god-ship as deep as the sea, 
No tide of tbe Baltic e'er dranker than he. 

Thas Robert, yictorioas, the tropby bas gain'd, 
"Which now in bis house bas for ages remain'd ; 
Till three noble ohieftains, and all of his blood, 
Tbe jovial contest again have renew'd. 

Three joyoas good fellows, witb bearts clear of flaw ; 
Craigdarroch, so famoas for wit, worth, and law ; 
And trusty Glenriddel, so skill'd in old coins ; 
And gallant Sir Robert, deep read in old wines. 

Craigdarroch began, witb a tongae smooth äs oil, 
Desiring Glenriddel to yield np the spoil ; 
Or eise he woald master the heads of the clan, 
And once more, in claret, try which was the man. 

' By the gods of tbe ancients !' Glenriddel repties« 
' Before I surrender so glonoas a prize, 
I'll conjare tbe gbost of the great Rorie Moret, 
And bnmper his born witb him twenty time» o'er.' 

Sir Robert, a soldier, no speecb woald pretend, 
Bat he ne'er turn'd his back on his foe — or his friend, 
Said, toss down the Whistle, the prize of the field, 
And knee-deep in claret, he'd die ere he'd yield. 

* See Qssian'ft Caric-thnra. 

t See Johnson's Tour to the Hebrldet. 
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To the board of Glenriddel oor heroes repair, 

So uoted for drowning of sorrow and care ; 

Bot for wine and for welcome not more known to 

fame, 
Tban the sense, wit, and taste, of a sweet lovely dame. 

A bard was selected to witness the fray, 
And teil fotnre ages tbe feats of the day ; 
A bard who detested all sadness and spieen. 
And wish'd that Parnassas a vineyard had been. 

Tbe dinner being over, the claret they ply, 

And ev'ry new cork is a new spring of joy ; 

In tbe bands of old friendship and kindred so set, 

And tbe bands gre w tbe tighter the more they were wet 

Gay pleasnre ran riot as bampers ran o'er ; 
Bright Phaebus ne'er witness'd so joyoas a core, 
And vow'd that to leave them be was quite forlorn, 
Till.Cynthia binted be'd see them next morn. 

Six bottles a-piece had well wore oot tbe night, 
When gallänt Sir Robert, to finish the fight, 
Tnrn'd o'er in one bamper a bottle of red, 
And swore 'twas tbe way that tbeir ancestors did. 

Then worthy Glenriddel, so caatioos and sage, 
No longer tbe warfare, angodly, wonld wage ; 
A bigb-rnling £!der to wallow in wine ! 
He left tbe fool bnsiness to folks less divine. 

The gallant Sir Robert fonght hard to tbe end ; 
But who can with fate and quart bampers contend ? 
Thoagh fate said — a hero should perish in ligbt ; 
So uprose bright Phoebus — and down feil tbe k night 

Next aprose oar bard, like a prophet in drink ; — 
" Craigdarroch, thoa'lt soar when creation shall sink ! 
Bat if thoa woald floarish immortal in rhyme, 
Come — one bottle more — and have at the sublime ! 
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M Tby Um, tkat kave etraggled for freedom with 



SbaJI keroee and patriota erer prodoee : 

80 tfalae b* the laarel, tnd mine be tbe bay; 

Tht Idd fbov baet wob, by yoa brigbt god of da y ! ' ' 



FRAGMENT, 

imOmiBU» TO TAI UOflT HÖH. 6. J. FOX. 

How wiedom and Ml y meet, mix, and aalte ; 

How Tirtw aad nee blead tbeir blaek and tbeir 

white; 
How genün, th' ülostriooe fatker of ßetion,. 
ConJoaade nie aad law, reooaeilee eoatradietion — 
I eing: If tbeee mortale, tke oritiee, akoald baetle, 
I o»i» not, not I, let tbe oritiee go whieüe. 



Bai now for a Patron, wboae nemo aad wboae glory 
At ooea may illaatrato aad bonoer ay atory. 

Tbo« firat of oer oratore, brat of oar wita ; 

Yet wboae parta and acqairaBeBta aeem mere lucky 

bHa; 
Witk knowledge ao raet, aad with jadgment so 

atrong, 
No man with the half of 'em e'er weat ftur wrong ; 
With paaaiooa ao potent, and fanoiea ao bright, 
No man with the half of 'em e'er went qoite right ; 
A aorry, poor, miabegot aon of the Moaea, 
For neing tky aame ofara fifty exeneea. 

■ 

Good L — d, wkat ia man 1 for aa aimple he looks, 
Do bnt try to de? elop kia booka and bia orooks ; 
With hia deptha and hie aballowa, kia good and bis evil. 
All ia all he'a a proMam maat paaxle the deviL 
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On bis one rnling passion sir Pope hagely laboars, 
That, like th' old Hebrew walking-switch, eats ap its 

neighboars : 
Mankind are bis show-box — a friend, wonld yon 

know him? 
Fall the string, raling passion tbe pictare will sbow 

bim. 
What pity, in rearing so beauteous a System, 
One trifling particiliar, trntb, shoold have miss'd him ; 
For, spite of bis fioe tbeoretic positions, 
Mankind is a acience defies definitions. 

Some sort all our qaalities each to its tribe, 

And think human natare they traly describe ; 

Have yoa foand tbis, or t' other, there's more in the 

wind, 
As by one dranken fellow his comrades yoa'll find. 
Bat saeh is the flaw, or the depth of the plan, 
In the make of tbe wonderfnl Creatore, call'd Man, 
No two virtaes, whatever relation they claim, 
Nor even two different shades of the same, 
Thongb like as was ever twin brother to brother, 
Possessing the one »ball imply yoaVe tbe otber. 



TO DR. BLACKLOCK. 

Ellisland, Slst Oct. 1789. 

Wow, bat yoar letter made me vauntie ! 
And are ye hale, and weel, and cantie? 
I kenn'd it still your wee bit jauntie 

Wad bring ye to : 
Lord send yoa aye as weel's I want ye, 

And then ye'll do. 
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The ill-thief blaw the Heroo south ! 
And never drink be near his drouth ! 
He tald mysel by word o' moatb, 

He'd tak my letter ; 
I lippen'd to the chiel in troath, 

And bade oae better. 
Bat aiblins honest Master Heron 
Had at the time some daioty fair one, 
To wäre bis theologic care on, 

And holy study ; 
And tir'd o' sauls to waste his lear od, 
• E'en tried the body*. 

Bot what d'ye think, my tnuty fier, 
I'm tarn'd a ganger — Peaee be here ! 
Parnassiaa queens, I fear, I fear 

Ye'll now disdain me, 
And then my fifty poands a year 

Will little gain me. 
Ye glaiket, gleesome, dainty damies, 
Wha by Castalia's wimplin streamies, 
Lowp, sing, and lave yonr pretty limbies, 

Ye ken, ye ken, 
That sträng necessity supreme is 

'Mang sons o' raen. 

I hae a wife and twa wee laddies, 

They mann hae brose and brats o' duddies ; 

Ye ken yoursels my beart right prond is, 

I needna vaunt, 
Bat I'll sned besoms — thraw saagh woodies, 

Before they want. 
Lord help me thro' this warld o' care ! 
I'm weary sick o't late and air ! 
Not bat I hae a rieber share 

Tban mony ithers ; 
Bat why shoald ae man better fare, 

And a' men brithers ? 

'* Mr. Heron, antbor of tbe History ot &c*A\«n&, «A q\ 
varioas otber works. 
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If unser too — he hinted some Suggestion, 

Bat 'twonld be rüde, you know, to ask the question ; 

And witb a wonld-be rogaish leer and wink, 

He bade me on you press this one word — " tbiuk !" 

Ye sprighttyyontbs, qaite flush witb hope and spirit, 
Wbo think to storm the world bj dint of merit, 
To you the dotard has a deal to say, 
In bis sly, dry, sententious, prorerb way ! 
He bids you mind, amid yonr thoughtless rattle, 
That the first blow is erer half the battle ; 
Tfaat tho' some by the skirt may try to snatch him ; 
V-et by the forelook is the hold to catch him ; 
That whether doing, snffering, or forbearing, 
Yon may do miracles by perserering. 

Last, tho' not least in love, ye youthful fair, 
Angelic forma, high Heaven's pecnliar care ! 
To yon old Bald-pate smooths his wrinkled brow, 
And hnmbly hegs yon '11 mind the important — now ! 
To crown yonr happiness he asks yonr leave, 
And offers bliss to give and to receive. 

For onr sincere, tho' haply weak endearours, 
With gratefal pride we own yonr many favoars ; 
And howsoe'er onr tongaes may ill reveal it, 
Beliere onr glowing bosoms trnly feel it. 



ELEGY ON THE LATE MISS BURNET, 

OP MONBODDO. 

Life ne'er exulted in so rieh a prize 
As Barnet, lovely frorn her native skies ; 
Nor envious death so triumph'd in a blow, 
As that which laid the accomplish'd Bornet low. 

Thy form and mind, sweet maid, can I forget ? 

In richest ore the brightest jewel set! 

In thee, high Hearen abore was truest shown, 

As by bis noblest work the Godhead be»\. va Vwww. 
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In vain ye flaant in snmmer's pride, ye groves ; 

Thoa crystal streamlet with thy flowery shore, 
Ye woodland choir that chant yonr id!e loves, 

Ye eease to charm — Eliza is no more ! 

Ye heathy wastes, immix'd with reedy fens ; 

Ye mossy streams, with sedge and rashes stor'd ; 
Ye rngged cliffs, o'erhanging dreary glens, 

To you I fly, ye with my soul accord. 

Princes, whose cambrous pride was all their worth, 
Shall venal lays their pompons exit hail ? 

And thoa, sweet excellence ! forsake our earth, 
And not a Mose in honest grief bewail ? 

We saw thee shine in yonth and beauty's pride, 
And viTtae's light, that bearas beyond tbe spheres ; 

Bat like the san eclips'd at morning tide, 
Thoa left'st as darkling in a world of tears. 

*The parent's heart that nestled fond in thee, 
That heart how sank, a prey to grief and care L 

So deckt the woodbine sweet yon aged tree, 
So Crom it ravish'd, leaves it bleak and bare. 
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THE FOLLOWING POEM 

WAS W BITTEN TO 

A GENTLEMAN WBO HAD SEHT Hilf A NEWSPAPER, 
ARD Of FERKD lO CONTINUS IT FREE OF BXPEN8E. 

Kind 8it, Vit md jonr peper through, 
And faith, to bm, 'twae nulj new ! 
How gness'd je, Sir, what fitbt I wantedt 
Thie Baony a day IWe grain'd «ad ganated, 
To ken what Freneh misohief was brewia ; 
Or what the dnunlie Daten war« dein; 
That nie doop-skelper, Emperor Joseph, 
If Venös yet had got kis nose off ;. , 
Or how the oollieahangie worka 
Atween the Rouiant and the Tarka ; 
Or if the Swede, befbre he halt, 
Wonld play anitber Charles the twalt: 
If Deomark, ony body apak o't ; 
Or Poland, wha had now the tack o't; 
How ent-throat Prassiaa bladea wäre angin, 
• How libbet Italy was aingin ; 
If 8paniard, Portagoese, or Swifts, 
Were sayin or takin anght amiaa : 
Or how oar merry lads at harne, 
In Britain'a ooort, kept np the gante : 
How royal George, the Lord lenk o'er him ! 
Was managing 8t Stephen*a qaomm ; 
If sleekit Chatham Will was lfrin, 
Or glaikit Charlie got bis nieve in; 
How daddie Borke the plea was eookin, 
If Warren Hastings* neck was jenkin ; 
How oesses, Stents, and feea were rax'd, 
Or if bare a — s yet were tax'd ; 
Tbe news 0' prinoes, dokes, and earls, 
Pimps, sharpers, bawds, and opwv^aX**, 
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If that daft backie, Geordie W * * * s, 
Was threshin still at hizzies' tails, 
Or if he was grown oaghtlins doaser, 
And oo a perfect kintra cooser. 
A' this and mair I never beard of ; 
And bat for yon I might despair'd of. 
So gratefu', back yonr news I send you, 
And pray a' guid things raajr attend yon ! 

Ellisland, Monday Morning, 1790. 



LINES 

ON AN INTERVIEW WITH LORD DAER. 

This wot ye all whom it concerns, 
I Rhymer Robin, alias Barns, 

October twenty-third, 
A ne'er to be forgotten day, 
Sae far I spreckled up tbe brae, 

I dinner'd wi' a Lord. 

I've been at drnken tcrüers* feasts, 
Nay, been bitch-fou 'mang godly priests, 

Wi' rev'rence be it spoken ; 
I've eren join'd tbe honoar'd joram, 
Wben mighty Sqnireships of the qaoram 

Their hydra drouth did sloken. 

Bat wi' a Lord — stand ont my sbin, 
A Lord — a Peer — an Earl's son, 

Up higher yet my bonnet ; 
And sie a Lord — lang Scotch ells twa, 
Our Peerage he o'erlooks them a', 

As I look o'er my sonnet. 
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Bat oh for Hogarth's raagic pow'r ! 
To shew Sir Bardy's willyart glowr, 

And how be star'd and stammer'd, 
Wben goavan, as if led wi' branks, 
An' stompin' on bis ploaghman shanks, 

He in the parloor hammer'd. 



I sidling shelter'd in a nook, 
An' at bis Lordsbip steal't a look, 

Like some portentous omen ; 
Except good sense and social glee, 
An' (what snrprised me) modesty, 

I marked nought nncommon. 

I watch'd the Symptoms o' the Great, 
The gentle pride, the lordly State, 

The arrogant assnming ; 
The feint a pride, nae pride had he, 
Nor sauce, nor State that I could see, 

Mair than an honest plonghman. 

Then from bis Lordship I shall learn, 
Henceforth to meet with anconcern 

One rank as weel's another ; 
Nae honest tcorthy man need care 
To meet with noble youthfnl Daer, 

For he bat meets a brother. 



EPISTLE TO R. GRAHAM, ESQ. 

Vhen Natnre her great master-piece design'd, 
Lnd fram'd her last, best work, the human mind, 
ler eye intent on all tbe mazy plan, 
Ihe form'd of varioas parts the various man. 
vol. l. p 
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Theo first she calls the useful many fort!« ; 
Piain plodding indostry, and »ober worth : 
Thence peasants, farmers, iiative sons of earth, 
And merchandise' whole genas take their birth : 
Eäch prudent cit a warm existence find«, 
And all mechanics' many-apron'd kinds. 
Some other rarer sorts are wanted yet, 
The lead and buoy are needfal to the net : 
The caput mortuum of gross desires 
Makes a material for mere knights and squires ; 
The martial phosphoras is taaght to flow, 
She kneads the lampish philosophio doagh, 
Then marks tb' unyielding mass with grave designs» 
Law, physics, politics, and deep divines : 
Last, she soblimes tb' Aurora of the poles, 
The flashing elements of female soals. 

The order'd System fair before her stood, 
Natare, well-pleas'd, pronoanc'd it very good ; 
But ere she gave creating labonr o'er, 
Half-jest, she try'd one cnrious labonr more. 
Some spnmy, fiery ignisfatuus matter ; 
Such as the slightest breatb of air might scatter ; 
With arcfh alacrity and conscions glee ' 

(Nature may have her whim as well as we, 
Her Hogarth-art perhaps she meant to show it) 
Sbe forms the thing, and ohristens it — a poet. 
Creatore, tho' oft the prey of care and sorrow, 
Wben blest today unmindfal of to-morrow. 
A being form'd t' amnse his graver friends, 
Admir'd and prais'd — and there the homage ends : 
A mortal quite nnfit for Fortnne's strife, 
Yet oft the sport of all the ills of life ; 
Prone to enjoy each pleasnre riches give, 
Yet haply wanting wherewithal to live : 
Longing to wipe each tear, to heal each groan, 
Yet freqaent all unheeded in his own. 

Bat honest Nature is not quite a Tark, 
She laaghM at first, then feit for her poor work. 
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Pitying tbe propless climber of mankintf , 

She cast about a Standard tree to find ; 

And, to support bis helpless woodbine State, 

Attach'd bim to tbe generous truty great, 

A title, and tbe ooly one I claira, 

To lay strong hold for belp on bounteoas Graham. 

Pity tbe tanefal mases' hapless train, 
Weak, timid landinen od life's stormy main ! 
Their hearts no selfish stern absotfbent stuff, 
Tbat oerer gnres — tho' humbly takes eooogh ; 
The little fate allows, tbey share as soon, 
Unlike sage, prorerb'd, wisdom's hard wrang boon. 
The world were blest did bliss on them depend, 
Ah, that " the friendly e'er shoald want a friend !" 
Let prudenoe namber o'er each stordy son, 
Who life and wisdom at one raee began, 
Who feel by reason, and who give by rale, 
(Instinet's a brate, and sentiment a Tool !) 
Who make poor will do wait upoo / should — 
We own they're prndent, bat who feels tbey're good? 
Ye wise ones, henee ! ye hart the social eye ! 
God's image rodely etoh'd on base aüoy ! 
Bot come ye, wbo the godlike pleasure know, 
Heoven's attribute distingaish'd — to bestow ! 
Whose arms of love would grasp the haman race : 
Come thou who giv'st with all a courtier's grace ; 
Friend of my life, trae patron of my rhymes ! 
Prop of my dearest hopes for fatare times. 
Why shrinks my soal half blashing, half afraid, 
Backward, abash'd to ask thy friendly aid ? 
I know my need, 1 know thy giving hand, 
I crave thy friendship at thy kind command ; 
Bat there are such who coart the tanefal nine — 
Heavens ! should tbe branded character be mine ! 
Whose yerse in manhood's pride sublimely flows, 
Yet vilest reptiles in their begging prose. 
Mark, how their lofty iodependent spirit 
8oars on the sporning wing of injuT & «ät\\\ 
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Seek not the proofs in private life to find ; 

Pity tbe best of words should be bat wind ! 

So, to heaven's gates the lark's shrill song ascends, 

Bat grovelling on the earth the carol ends. 

In all tbe clam'rous cry of starving want, 

They dun benevolenoe with shameless front ; 

Oblige them, patronize their tinsel lays, 

They persecote you all yonr future days ! 

Ere my poor soul such deep damnation stain, 

My horny fist assume the ploagh again ; 

The piebald jacket let me patoh once more ; 

On eighteen-pence a week Fve Uv'd before. 

Though, thanks to Heaven, I dare even that last shift, 

I trust raeantime my boon is in tby gift ; 

That plac'd by thee apon the wish'd-for height, 

Where, man and natare fairer in her sight, 

Mjmnse may imp her wing for some sublimer flight*. 

* This is oar Poet's first epistle to Graham of Fintry. It is 
not eqoal to the second ; bat it contains too mach of the cha- 
racteristic vigoor of its anthor to be sappressed. A little more 
knowledge of natural hiatory, or of chymistry, was wanted to 
enable tum to execute the original conception correctly. 
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POEMS, 

CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. 



THE RIGHTS OF WOMAN. 

AN OCCASIONAL ADDRESS SPOKEN BY MISS FÖNTE- 
NELLE ON HER BENEFIT-NIGHT. 

While Eorope's eye is fixed on mighty things, 
The fate of empires and the fall of kings ; 
While qnacks of state mast eaoh prodnce bis plan, 
And even children lisp the Rights of Man ; 
Amid Ulis mightj fuss, just let me mention, 
The Rights of Wotnan merit sorae attention. 

First, in the sex es' intermix'd oonnexion, 
One sacred Right of Woman is protection. — 
The tender flower that lifts its head, elate, 
Helpless, mnst fall before the blast« of fate, 
Sank on the earth, defac'd its lovelj form, 
Uoless yonr shelter ward th' ünpending storm. — 

Oar seeond Right — bat needless here is cantion, 
To keep that right inviolate 's the fashion, 
Eaoh man of sense has it so füll before bim, 
He'd die before he'd wrong it — 'tis decorum. — 
There was, indeed, in far less polish'd days, 
A time, when roogh rode man had nanghty wajs ; 
Wonld swagger, swear, get drank, kickup a riot, 
Naj, even thns in v ade a lady's quiet — 

VOL. II. B 
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Now, thank our stars ! these Gothic times are fled ; 
Now, well-bred men — and you are all well-bred — 
Most jastly thiok (and we are mach the gainers) 
Such conduct neither spirit, wit, nor manners. 

For Right the third, our last, our best, our dearest, 
That right to fluttering female hearts the nearest, 
Which even the Rights of Rings in low prostration 
Most humblj own— 'tis dear, dear admiration ! 
In that blest sphere alone we live and move ; 
There taste that life of life — immortal love. — 
Smiles, glances, sighs, tears, fits, flirtations, airs, 
'Gainst such an host what flinty savage dares — 
When awful Beanty joins with all her charms, 
Who is so rash as rise in rebel arms ? 

Bat trace with kings, and truce with constitations, 
With bloody arniaments and revolutions ; 
Let Majesty your first attention summon, 
Ah! gaira! the Majesty of Woraan ! 



ADDRESS, 

SPOKEN BY MISS FONTENELLE, ON HER BENEFIT- 
NIGHT, DECEMBER 4, 1795, AT THE THEATRE, 
DUM PRIES. 

Still anxions to secure your partial favour, 
And not less anxioos, sare, this night, 4han ever, 
A Prologue, Epilogae, or some such matter, 
'Twould vamp my bill, said I, if notbing better ; 
So soaght a Poet, roosted near the skies, 
Told bim I came to feast my carions eyes ; 
Said, nothing like bis works was ever printed ; 
And last, my Prologoe-business slily hinted. 
" Ma'am, let me teil you," qaoth my man of rbymes, 
" I know your bent — these are no laaghing times : 
Can yoa — bot Miss, I own I have my feara — 
Vissohe in pause — and aenümental tears ? 
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With laden sighs, and solemn-rounded sentence, 
Ronse from bis sluggish slnmbers, feil Repentaoce t 
Paint Vengeance as he takes hia horrid stand, 
Waving on high the desolating brand, 
Calling the storms to bear him o'er a goilty land ?" 

I could no more — askance the creature eyeing, 
D'ye think, said 1, tbis face was made for cryiog ? 
I'Il laagh, that's poz — naj more, the world »hall 

know it ; 
And so, yoor servant ! gloom y Master Poet ! 

Firm as my creed, Sirs, 'tis my fixed belief, 
That Misery's another word for Grief : 
I also think — so may I be a bride ! 
That so mnch langhter, so mach life eojoy'd. 

Thoo man of crazy care and ceaseless sigh, 
Still ander bleak Misfortane's blasting eye ; 
Doom'd to that sorest task of man alive — 
To make three guineas do the work of five : 
Laagh in Misfortane's face — the beldam witch ! 
Say, you'll be merry, tho' yoa can't be rieh. 

Thoo other man of care, the wretch in love, 
"Who long with jiltish arts and airs hast strove ; 
"Who, as the boughs all temptingly projeet, 
Measur'st in desperate thooght — a rope — thy neck ; 
Or, where the beetling cliff o'erhangs the deep, 
Peerest to meditate the healing leap : 
Wonld'st thoa be cur'd, thoo silly, moping elf? 
Laagh at her follies — laugh e'en at thyself : 
Learn to despise those frowns now so terrific, 
And love a kinder — that's yoor grand specific. 

To sum up all, be merry, I advise ; 
And as we're merry, may we still be wise« 
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VERSES TO A YOUNG LADY, 

WITH A PRESENT OF SONGS. 

HERE, where the Scottish mose immortal lives, 
In sacred strains and tanefol nambers join'd, 

Accept tbe gift; tho' hamble he who gives, 
Rieh is the triboie of the gratefal raind. 

So may no raffian-feeling in thy breast, 
Discordant jar thy bosom-chords among ; 

Bot peace attane thy gentle sonl to rest, 
Or love eestatie wake bis seraph song : 

Or pity's notes, in luxury of tears, 

As modest want the tale of woe reveals ; 

While conscioas virtae all the strain endears, 
And heaven-born piety her sanetion seals. 



POEM ON PASTORAL POETRY. 

Ha IL, Poesie ! thoa nymph reserv'd ! 

In ohase o' thee, what crowds hae swerv'd 

Frae common sense, or sank enerv'd 

'Mang heaps o* clavers ; 
And och ! owre aft thy Joes hae starv'd, 

'Mid a' thy favoors ! 

Say, Lassie, why thy train amang, 
While loud the trnmp's heroie dang, 
And sock or baskin skelp alang 

To death or marriage ; 
Soarce ane bas tried the shepherd-sang 

Bat wi' mi&cmi&ge? 
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In Homer's craft Jock Miltoo thrives ; 
Eschylas' pen Will Shakespeare drives ; 
"Wee Pope, the knorlin, tili him ri?es 

Horatian fame ; 
In thy sweet sang, Barbaald, survives 

Even Sappho's flame. 

Bot thee, Theocritos, wba matches ? 
They're no herds ballats, Maro's catches : 
Sqnire Pope bat basks bis skinklin patcbes 

O' beathen tatters : 
I pass by handers, nameless wretcbes, 

That ape their betters. 

In tbis braw age o' wit and lear, 
Will nane the Shepberd's whistle mair 
Blaw sweetiy in its native air 

And raral grace ; 
And wi' the fair-fam'd Grecian, sbare 

A rival place ? 

Yes ! there is ane ; a Scottisb oalian ; 
There's ane j come forrit, honest Allan ! 
Thoa needna jook behint the hallan, 

A chiel sae clever ; 
Tbe teetb o' Time may gnaw Tamtallan, 

Bat thoa 's for ever. 

Thoa paints aold natare to tbe nines, 

In thy sweet Caledonian lines ; 

Nae gowden stream thro' myrües twines, 

Where Philomel, 
While nightly breezes sweep tbe vines, 

Her griefs will teil ! 

"In gowany glens thy barnie strays, 
Where bonnie lasses bleach their claes ; 
Or trots by hazelly shaws and braes, 

Wi' hawthorns gray* 
Where blaokbirds join ibe »\ie\taettf *\vj* 

At dose o' daj. 
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Thy rnral loves are natare's gel' ; 
Nae bombast spates o' nonsense swell ; 
Nae snap conceits, bat that sweet spell 

O' witchin love, 
That cbarm tbat can tbe strongest qaell, 

The sternest move. 



WRITTEN ON THE BLANK LEAF OF A COPY OF HIS 

POEMS PRESENTED TO A LADY, 

WHOM HE HAD OFTEN CELEBRATED ÜNDER THE 
NAME OF CHLORIS. 

'Tis friendsbip's pledge, my yoang, fair friend, 

Nor thou the gift refase, 
Nor with nnwilling ear attend 

The moralizing muse. 

Since thou, in all thy yontb and cbarnis, 

Mast bid the world adien, 
(A world 'gainst peace in constant arms) 

To join the friendly few. 

Since, thy gay morn of life o'ercast, 

Chili came the tempest's lower ; 
(And ne'er misfortane's eastern blast 

Did nip a fairer flower.) 

Since life's gay scenes mast charm no more, 

Still mach is left behind ; 
Still nobler wealth hast thou in störe, 

The comforts of the mind ! 

Tliine is the self-approving glow, 
. On conscions honour's part ; 
And, dearest gift of hea*en\ae\o*i> 
Tbhe friendsbip's truestteMV. 



CHIEFLY SCOTTI8H. 



The joys refin'd of sense and taste, 
With every mase to rove : 

And doably were the poet bleut 
Tbese joys coald he improve. 



COPY OF A POETICAL ADDRESS TO 
MR. WILLIAM TYTLER, 

WITH THE PRESENT OF THE BARD'S PICTURE. 

Revered defeoder of beaateoas Stuart, 

Of Stuart, a name once respected, 
A name, which to love was the mark of a trae heart, 

Bot now 'tis despis'd and neglected. 

Tho' something like moistnre conglobes io my eye, 

Let DO one misdeem me disloyal ; 
A poor friendless wand'rer may well claim a sigh, 

Still more, if tfaat waud'rer were royal. 

My fathers tbat name bare rever'd on a throne ; 

My fathers have fallen to right it ; 
Tbose fathers would sporn their degenerate son, 

That name shoold he scoffingly slight it 

Still in prayer for K — 6 — I most heartily join, 

The Q — , and the rest of the gentry, 
Be they wise, be they foolish, is nothing of mine ; 

Their title's avow'd by my country. 

Bot why of this epocha make sach a foss, 

************** 

• ****•*****«*** 
**«*********%% 
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Bot loyalty truce ! we're on dangeroos groond, 
Who knows how the fashions may alter? 

Tbe doctrine, to-day, that ia loyalty soood, 
To-morrow may bring os a halte r ! 

I send you a trifle, a head of a bard, 

A trifle scarce wortby yoar eare ; 
Bot aocept it, good Sir, as a mark of regard, 

Siocere as a saint's dying prayer. 

Now life's cbilly evening dim sbädes in yoar eye, 

And ashers the long dreary night ; 
Bot yoo, like tbe star that athwart gilds the sky, 

Yoar coarse to the tatest is bright. 



SKETCH.— NEW YEAR'S DAY. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

This day, Time winds th' exhaosted chain, 
To ron the twelvemonth's length again : 
I see the old, bald-pated fellow, 
With ardent eyes, complexion sallow, 
Adjost the onimpair'd machine, 
To wheel the eqoal, doli rootine. 
The absent lover, minor heir, 
In vain assail him with their prayer, 
Deaf as my friend, be sees them press, 
Nor makes the hoor one moment less. 
"Will yoo (the Major'» with the hoonds, 
The happy tenants share his roonds ; 
Coila's fair Rachael's care to-day, 
And blooming Keitb's engaged with Gray) 
From hoosewife cares a minote borrow— 
— That grandobild'a c«q mll do to-morrow — 



CHIEFLY SCOITISH. 

And join with me m moralizing, 
Tbie day*s propitions to be wise in. 
First, wbat did yesternight delirer? 
*' Another year is gone for erer." 
And wbat u this days's strong Suggestion? 
" Tbe paasing moment's all we rast on V* 
Reat ob— for wbat? wbat do we bore? 
Or wbj regard tbe passing, year? 
Will Time, amos'd with prörerb'd lore, 
Add to oor date one mimte more ? 
A few days may — a few yeara mast— 
Repoae ns jn tbe sileot dost. 
Theo is it wise to damp oor blies? ' 
Yes— all such reaaooiogs are amias! 
The voice of natnre londly cries, 
Aad many a message £om tbe skies, 
Tbat sometbüig in ns never dies ; . 
That on tbis frail, nneertain State, 
Hang matten of eternal wetgbt ; 
That fntore life in worlds nnknown 
Most take its boe from this alone; 
Wbether as beavenly glory brigfat, 
Or dark as misery's wofol night— 
Sinee then, my honoor'd, first of friends, 
On this poor being all depends; 
Let ns th' important mw employ, 
And live as those that never die. 
Tho' yoo, with days and bononrs orown'd, 
Witness that filial circle round, 
(A sight — life's sorrows to repnlse, 
A sight — pale tnrj to eonYnlse,) 
Otbers may olaim yoor ohief regard ^ 
Yoorself, yoo weit yoor bright reward* 



EXTEMPORE, 



HR, WILLIAH SMELLIE, 

Auihor of flu Philinaphy of Natural Haton 
Monbtr of Iht Anliguorioa and Royal Socit 
Jülinburgk. 

To Crnofaillu eame 
The old cock'd bat, tho grej mrlont, the um« ; 
Hia briitling beard jnit riaing in in (night, 
'Twüs ffflnr long night b «nd dsys tu sharing nigl 
Hia uDcouib'd grizatj IqcLjs, wild staring, tbatu 
A bau), for thoaght profonnd and clear, pnmatt 
Yet tho' bis eaoMio wit m biting, rade, 
His beart was wann, bemToUnt,.and good. 



POETICAL INSCRIPTION 
AN ALTAR TO INDEPENDENCE, 

-, 1706. 



Wriitea n 8 



Thiui of an iadependcnt mind, 
Witb sonl reiolr'd, wilb bouI raaign'd ; 
Prepar'd Power'« proudest frown to bn 
Who will not he, Dor bars a Kleve ; 
Vjrtne alone who dost rarere, 
Thj own reproacfa aloae doat fear, 
Approach tbis ahtine, anft n»nhif> ticrc. 
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SONNET, 



ON THE DEATH OF ROBERT RIDDEL, BSQ. OF GLEN- 
RIDDRL ; APRIL, 1704. 

No more, je warblers ot tbe woodi so more, 
Nor poor yowr ddtoaot, gratin; , ob my sonl ; 
Thon joang-ejed Spring, gaj in thj verdant stole, 

More weloome were to me gnm Wintert wildest roar. 

How can ye eharm, je flow*rg, with all your dyes f 
Ye blow opoi tbe sod that wreps mj friend : 
How oan I to the tonefal song attend? 

That ftrain flows round th' nntimelj tomb where 
Riddel lies. 

Yes, poor, je warblers, poor the notea of woe, 
And sooth the Virtim* weeping on bis hier : 
Tbe Mm of Wortk, who ha* not left his peer, 

Ja in bis " narrow hoose" for erer darklj low. 

Thee, Spring, again with joj »hall others greet; 
Me, mem'rj of mj loss will onlj meet. 



MONODY ON A LADY FAMED FOR 
HER CAPRICE. 

How cold is that bosom whieh folly onoe fir'd, 
How pale is that oheek where the roage lately 
glisten'd ! 

How silent that tongoe whieh the eohoes oft tir'd, 
How doli is that ear whieh to flattery so listen'd ! 

If sorrow and angnish tbeir exit await, 

From friendsfaip and dearest affeotion remoy'd ; 

How doobly sererer, Elisa, ihy fite, 
Tboa dhdat anwept, aa \Yh» \\Wa\- *äon^. 



Bnt com«, dl je offjpring of Follj, to trat. 

And flower* let as «all for Eliza's cold hier. 
Well »eu-eb ihro' tfae g irden for eaoh »illj Ho< 

Well roara tW tbe forest Tor esch idle wce 
Bnt chieflj tbe netile, so tjpical, ihoner, 

For none e'er approioh'd her bnt med tbe ruh 
Well scalptare tbe nurble, we'll meuare tbe I 

Here Vnnitj »trnm» an her idiot Ijre ; 
Therg keen Indignation ■hall dnrt on her prcj, 

Whieb »pnrningContempt «hell redeem fromh 



THB EPITAPH. 
HERE lies, now * prej to inenlting negleot, 

What ouee waa ■ bntterfly, gaj in life'a beim 
Want onlj of viedom denied her respect, 

Wut onlj of goodnas* denied her esteem. 



IMPROMPTU, 
ON MKS. '8 BIRTH-DAY, 

NOVEMBER 4, 1793. 

Olp Winter with hil fiualj henrd, 
Thm once to Jove bis prajer preferr'd ; 
What hare I done, of all the jear, 
To best thii hated doom severe ? 
Mj cbeerles» »ans no pleuore know ; 
Night'» horrid oar drags, drearj, »low ; 
MjdismMi month» no jojanmotomiing, 
Bat Bpletiuj Engliah, han%ia£, emmaan,. 
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Now, Jore, for onoe be mighty civil, 

To eonnterbalanoe all thia eril ; 

Give au, and I*re no more to eay, 

Gire me Maria'a natal <Uy ! 

That brilliant gift will ao enrioh me, 

Spring, 8ammer f Antamn, cannot mateh me ; 

"Tis done! eaya Jore ; ao enda my atory, 

And Winter onoe rejoie'd in glory. 



TO MISS JESSY L , DUMFRIES ; 

WITH BOOK8 WHICH THE BARD PREStNTED HER. 

Thinb be the Yolumes, Jeaaj fair, 
And with tbem take tbe Poet'a prayer ; 
Tbat fate maj in her faireat pagn» 
With every kindliest, beat presage 
Of fatare blies, enrol thj name ; 
With nathre worth, and apotleaa fame, 
And wakefql oaotion still aware 
Of all — bat chief, man'a felon anare : 
All blameleaa joya on earth we find, 
And all tbe treaaarea of tbe mind*- 
Tbeae be thy gnardian and reward ; 
So praya thy faitbfnl Criend, the Bord, 



SONNET, 

WRITTEN ON THE 2ÖTH OP JANUARY, 1793, THE 
BIRTH-DAY OF THE AOTHOR, ON HEARING A THRUSH 
SING IN A MORNING WALK. 

Sing on, sweet Tbrnah, npon the leafleas boagh ; 
Sing on, sweet bird, I listen to thy atrain : 
See aged Winter, 'mid hia snrlj t%\^&* 

At tbj blithe earol clean hu fnxwtffc. V>w» . 
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So in looe Poverty't dominion drear 

Site meek Content with light nnanxions heart, 
Welcomes tbe rapid moments, bids them part, 

Nor asks if they bring aught to hope or fear, 

I tbank theo, Author of tbis opening day ! 

Thoa wbose bright snn now gilds the Orient skies ! 

Riches denied, tby boon was purer joys, 
What wealth coald never give nor take away ! 

Yet come, tbon child of poverty and care ; 
The mite bigh Heav'n bestow'd, that mite with tbee 
I'll share. 



EXTEMPORE, TO MR. S»*E, 

ON REFÜSING TO DI NE WITH HIM, AFTER HAVINO 
BEEN PROMISBD THE FIRST OF COMPANY, AND THE 
FIRST OF COOK ERY; 17TH DECEMBER, 1795. 

No more of yonr gnests, be they titled or not, 
And cook'ry the first in tbe nation ; 

Who is proof to tby personal converse and wit, 
Is proof to all other temptation. 



TO MR. S**E, 

WITH A PRESENT OF A DOZEN OF PORTER. 

O, HAD tbe malt tby strength of mind, 
Or hops the flavour of tby wit, 

'Twere drink for first of human kind, 
A gift that e'en for S**e were fit. 

Jerusalem Tavern, Dumfries. 
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POEM, 

ADDRESSED TO MR. MITCHELL, GOLLECTOR OF 
EXCISB, DÜMFR1ES, 1796. 

FRIEND of the Poet, tried and leal, 
Wha, wanting thee, might beg or steil ; 
Alake, alake, thameikle deil 

Wi' a' his witches 
Are at it, skelpin ! jig and reel, 

In my poor ponches. 

I modestlj fu' fain wad hint it, 
That one pound one, I sairly want it : 
If wi' the hizzie down ye sent it, 

It would be kind ; 
And wbile my heart wi' life-blood dnnted, 

I'd bear't in mind. 

So may the anld year gang ont moaning 
To see the new come laden, groaning, 
Wi' donble plenty o'er the loanin 

To thee and thine ; 
Domestic peace and comforts crowning 

The hale design. 



POSTSCRIPT. 

Yb've beard tbis wbile how I're been licket, 
And by feil death was nearly nicket : 
Grim lonn ! be gat me by the fecket, 

And sair me shenk ; 
Bnt by goid lack I lap a wicket, 

And tnrn'd & ira&>. 
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But by tbat bealtb, I've got a share o't, 
And by tbat life, I'ra promis'd mair o't, 
My heal and weal I'll take a care o't 

A tentier way : 
Then fareweel folly, bide and bair o't, 

For ance and aje. 



SENT TO A GENTLEMAN WHOM HE HAD OFFENDED. 

The friend whom wild from wisdom's way 
The fames of wine infariate send ; 

(Not moony madness more astray ;) 
Who bot deplores that hapless friend ? 

Mine was th' insensate frenzied part, 
Ah wby shoold I sacb scenes oatlive ? 

Scenes so abhorrent to my beart! 
"Tis thine to pity and forgive. 



POEM ON LIFE. 

ADDRESSED TO COLON EL DE PEYSTER, DUM FRIES, 

1796. 

My bononr'd colonel, deep I feel 
Your interest in the Poet's weal ; 
Ah ! now sma' beart hae I to speel 

The steep Parnassos, 
Sarroanded thas by bolas pill, 

And potion glasses. 

O wbat a canty warld were it, 

Would pain, and care, and sickness spare it; 

And fortnne favoar worth and merit, - 

As tbey deserve : 
(And aye a rowlh, roast beef and olaret ; 

Sync **Y\a y<%&. %\mn*\> 
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Dame Life, tho' fiction oat may trick her, 
And in paste gems and fripp'ry deck her ; 
Oh ! flick'ring, feeble, and ans ick er 

I've fonnd her still, 
Aye wav'ring like the willow wicker, 

'Tween good and Hl. 

Then that carst carmagnole, aald Satan, 
Watches, like bandrans bj a rattan, 
Oar sinfa' saal to get a claat on 

Wi' felon ire j 
Syne, whip ! bis tail ye'll ne'er cast saat on, 

He's äff like fire. 

Ah Nick ! ah Nick ! it isna fair, 
First shewing ns the tempting wäre, 
Bright wines and bonnie lasses rare, 

To put us daft ; 
Syne weave, unseen, thy spider snare 

O' hell 's damn'd waft. 

Poor man, the flie, aft bizzies by, 
And aft as chance he coraes thee nigh, 
Thy anld damn'd elbow yenks with joy, 

And hellish pleasnre ; 
Already in thy fancy's eye, 

Thy sicker treasnre. 

Soon heels-o'er-gowdy ! in he gang«, 
And like a sheep-bead on a tangs, 
Thy girning laugh enjoys his pangs 

And mard'ring wrestle, 
As, dangling in the wind, he hangs 

A gibbet's tassel. 

Bat lest yon think I am uncivil, 

To plague you with this drannting drivel, 

Abjnring a' intentions evil, 

I qnat my pen : 
The Lord preserve ns frae the devil ! 
Amen! amenl 
VOL. it. C 
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TO 

ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ. OF FINTRY, ' 

ON RECEIVING A FAVODR. 

I CALL no goddess to inspire my strains, 
A fabled Mose may snit a bard tbat feigns ; 
Friend of my life ! my ardeot spirit bnrns, 
And all the tribate of my heart retarns, 
For boons recorded, goodness ever new, 
The gift still dearer, as the giver yon. 

Thon orb of day ! thoa ptber paler light ! 
And all ye many sparkling stars of night ; 
If aaght that giver from my mind efface j 
If I that giver's bpnnty e'er disgrace ; 
Tben roll to me, along yonr wand'ring spheres, 
Only to nnmber oat a villain's years ! 



EPITAPH ON A FRIEND. 

An honest man here lies at rest, 
As e'er God with his image blest ; 
The friend of man, the friend of tratfa ; 
The friend of age, and goide of yoath : 
Few bearts like bis, with virtne warm'd, 
Few heads with knowledge so inform'd : 
If there's another world, he lives in bliss ; 
If there is none, he made the best of this. 



A 6RACE BEFORE DINNER. 

O thou, who kindly dost provide 

For every creatnre's want ! 
We Wess thee, God o? Htfax« viide, 

For all thy gooAnca*\wA.\ 
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And, if it please tbce, Heavenly Guide, 

Maj never worse be seilt ; 
Bat wbether grmnted or denied, 

Lord, bleu ns with content ! 



AVERSE 

Compoted and repeated by Bums, to Übe Matter of the 
Haute, am tafnng Uaveat a place m the Higklands, 
vshere he had been hotp i t ab hi enttrtamed. 



Whbn death's dark stream I ferry o'er, 
A time that sarely shall oome ; 

In Hearen itself I'H ask so more, 
Than just a Highland welcome. 



INSCRIPTION TO THE MEMORY OF 
FERGUSSON. 

HERB LIES ROBERT FBRQU8SON£ POET, 
Born, September 5fft, 1751— Died, Utk Octobtr, 1774. 

No scolptnred raarble here, nor pompons Iaj, 
" No atoried um nor animated bnst," 

Tbis simple stone directs pale Scotia's waj 
To poor her sorrows o'er her poet's dost. 
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VERSES WRITTEN AT SELKIRK. 

AüLD chockie Reekie's* sair distrest, 
Down droops her ance weel barnish't crest, 
Nae joy her bonnie bnskit nest 

Can yield ava, 
Her darling bird that she lo'es best, 

Willie's awa l 

Willie was a witty wight, 
And had o' things an unco slight ; 
Aald Reekie aye he keepit tigbt, 

An' trig an' braw : 
Bat now they'll bask her like a fright, 
Willie's awa ! 

The stiftest o' them a' he bow'd ; 
The baaldest o' them a' he cow'd ; 
Tbey dnrst nae niair than he allow'd, 

That was a law : 
We've lost a birkie weel worth gowd, 

Willie's awa! 

Now gawkies, tawpies, gowks, and fools, 
Frae Colleges and boarding-schools, 
Maj spront like »immer paddock-stools 

In glen or shaw ; 
He wha could brash them down to mools, 

Willie's awa ! 

The brethren o' tbe Commerce-Chanmerf 
Maj mourn their loss wi' doolfu' claraour ; 
He was a dictionar and grammar 
Amang them a' ; 

1 fear they'll now mak mony a stammer, 

Willie's awa ! 

* Edinburgh. 
f The Chamber of Commötce of ^AtatoastitM -wVvgB^fcui 

was Secretary. 
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Nae mair we aee hU leyee door 
Philosophers and Poeta poor*, 
And toothy oritiea by the eeore, 

In Woody riw ! 
The adjntant o' a* the cor«, 

WMie'aawa! 

Now worthy Gregory*! Iatin face, 
Tytler*a and Greenfield*! modeat graoe ; 
. M'Kensie, Stuart, snch a braoe 

As Borne ne'er aaw ; 
They a* mann meet some ither place, 
Wiffie'aawa! 

Poor Barns e'en Sootch drink eanna quicken, 
He obeepa like some bewilderM ohioken 
Scar'd frae its minnie and the oleokin 

By hoodie-craw ; 
Grief s gien bis heart an unco kiokin', 

Willie'iawal 

Now ey'ry soor-mon'd girnin' bleUom, 
And Calrin's fook, are fit to feil him ; 
And self-conceited eritio skellom 

• His quill may draw ; 
He wha could brawlie ward their bellum, 
WUUe'aawa! 

Up wimpling stately Tweed Vit sped, 
And Eden scenes on orystal Jed, 
And Ettrick banks now roaring red, 

While tempesta blaw; 
Bat every joy and pleasare's fled, 

WUlie's awa ! 

• Many Uterary genttanen were aecastomed to meet at 
Mr. C-'s hoase at breaknurt. 
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May I be Blander' s common speech ; 
A text for infamj to preach ; 
And lastly, streekit out to bleach 

In winter snaw ; 
When I forget thee, Willie Creech, 

Tho' far awa ! 

May never wicked fortune tonzle him ! 
May never wicked men baraboozle bim? 
Until a pow as auld's Methusalem 

He canty claw ! 
Then to the blessed New Jerusalem, 

Fleet wing awa ! 



LIBERTY. 

A FRAGMENT. 



Thee, Caledonia, thy wild heaths among, 
Thee, famed for martial deed and sacred song, 

To thee I tarn with swimming eyes ; 
Where is that soal of freedom fled ? 
Immingled with the mighty dead ! 

Beneath the hallow'd turf where ^allace lies ! 
Hear it not, Wallace, in thy bed of death ! 

Ye babbling winds, in silence sweep ; 

Disturb not ye the bero's sleep, 
Nor give the coward secret breath. — 

Is this the power in freedom's war, 

That wont to bid the battle rage ? 
Behold that eye which shot immortal hate, 

Crashing the despot's proudest bearing, 
That arm which, nerved with thandering fate, 

Brav'd Usurpation' s boldest daring ! 
One quench'd in darkness like the sinking star, 
And one the palsied arm of tottering, powerless age. 
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ELEGY 

ON THE DRATH OF ROBERT RÜISSEAÜX*. 

Now Robin lies in hif last lair, 
He'll gabble rhjme, nor fing nae mair, 
Caold poverty, wi' hongry stare, 

Nae mair ahall fear him ; 
Nor anxions fear, nor oankert oare 

E'er mair come near Um. 

« 

To teil the trotb, they aeldom fash't bim, 
Exeept the moment that tbej erosh't him ; 
For sune as ohanee or fate had hosht 'em, 

TW e'er sae sbort, 
Theo wi' a rbjme or sang he laaht 'em, 

And tboaght it gport— 

Tbo' be was bred to kiatra warft, 

And coonted was baith wigbt and stark, 

Yet that was nerer Robin's mark 

To mak a man ; 
Bot teil him, he was -learn'd and olark, 

Ye roos'd bim than ! 



ANSWER TO VERSES 

ADDRESSED TO THE POET BY THE GCIDWIFE OP 
WAÜCHOPE-HOÜSE. 

GCIDWIFE, 

I mind it weel, in earlj dato, 
When I was beardless, yoong, and blate, 

An' firat could thresh the bara, 
Or band a yokin at the pleogh, 
An' tbo' forfonghten sair eneagb, 

Yet nnco prood to learn : 

* Ruüteatu—%. plty apon ms ow&TÄBWt, 
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Wh eil first amaog the yellow coro 

A man I reckon'd was, 
And wi' the lave ilk raerry morn 
Coald rank my rig and lass, 
Still shearing, and Clearing 
The tither sfcooked raw, 
Wi' claivers, an' baivers, 
Wearing the day awa« 

E?'n then a wish, (I mind its power,) 
A wish that to my latest hour, 

Shall strongly heave my breast ; 
That I for poor aald Scotland's sake, 
Soine asefal plan, or beak coald make, 

Or sing a sang at least. 
The roagb Itar-thistle, spreading wide 

Aniang the bearded bear, 
I tarn'd my weeding beak aside, 
An' spar d the symbol dear. 
No nation, no Station, 

My envy e'er coald raise ; 
A Scot still, bat blot still, 
I knew nae higher praise. 

Bat still the elements o' sang 

In formless jamble, right and wrang, 

Wild floated in my brain ; 
Till on that hairst 1 said before, 
My partner in the merry core, 

Sbe roas'd the forming strain : 
I see her yet, the sonsie qnean, 

That lighted ap her jingle, 
Her witching smile, her paaky een, 
That gart my heart-strings tingle ; 
I fired, inspired, 

At ev'ry kindling keek, 
Bat bashing, and dashing, 
I feaxed aje to speak. 
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Heal to the set, ilk guid chiel says, 
Wi* merrj danoe in wioter days, 

An* we to sbare in common : 
The gust o' joy, the balm of woe, 
The sanl o' life, the hear'n below, 

Is rapture-giving woman. 
Ye sarly sampbs, who hate the name, 

Be mindfa' o' yoar milher : 
She, honest woman, roay think shame 
Tfaat ye're connected with her, 
Ye're wae men, ye're nae men, 
Tbat slight the lovely dears ; 
To shame ye, disclaim ye, 
Ilk honest birkie swears. 

For yoo, no bred to barn and byre, 
Wha sweetly tnne the Scottish lyre, 

Thanks to yoo for yonr line : 
The marbled plaid ye kindly spare, 
By me ahould gratefolly be wäre ; 

'Twad please me to the nine. 
I'd be mair vaantie o' my hap, 

Douse hingin' o'er my carple, 
Than ony ermine ever lap, 
. Or proad imperial parple. 

Fareweel then, lang heal then, 

An' plenty be your fa' : 
May losses and crosses 
Ne'er at yoar hallan ca'. 

March, 1787. 
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TO J. LAPRAIK. 

Sept. 13th, 1783c 

GniD speed an' forcier to you Johny, 

Guid health, hale han's and weather bonnie ; 

Now when ye're nickan down fa' cannie 

The staff o' bread, 
May ye ne'er wart a stoap o' branny 

To clear yoor head. 

May Boreas never tbresh yoor rigs, 
Nor kick yoor rickles äff their legs, 
Sendin' the staff o'er mhirs an' hags 

Like drivin' wrack ; 
Bat may the tapmost grain that wags 

Come to the sack. 

I'm bizzie too, an' skelpin' at it, 
Bat bitter, daadin showers hae wat it, 
Sae my aold stompie pen I gat it 

Wi' mackle wark, 
An' took my jocteleg an' whatt it, 

Like ony clerk. 

It's now twa month that I'm yoor debtor, 
For your braw, nameless, dateless letter, 
Abasin' me for harsh ill-natare 

On holy men, 
While deil a hair yoarsel ye're better, 

Bat mair profane. 

Bat let the kirk-folk ring their Ijells, 
Let's sing aboat oar noble sels ; 
We'll cry nae jads frae heathen hüls 

To help or roose us, 
Bat browster wives* and whiskie stills, 

They are the muses. 



CH1EFLY SCOTTISH. 27 

Your friendship, Sir, I winna quat it, 

An' if je raak objections at it, 

Theo han' in nieve some day we'll knot it, 

An' witness tak, 
An* when wi' Usquebae we've wat it 

It winna break. 

Bat if the beast and branks be spar'd 
Till kye be gann without the herd, 
An' a' the vittel in the yard, 

An' theekit right, 
I mean yoar ingle-side to gaard 

Ae winter night. 

Then mnse-inspirin' aqua- rite 

Shall make na baith sae blithe an' witty, 

Till ye forget ye're anld an' gatty, 

An' be as canty 
As ye were nine years less than thretty, 

Sweet ane an' twenty ! 

Bat stooks are cowpet wi' the blast, 
An' now the sinn keeks in the west, 
Then I mann rin amang the rest 

An' quit my chanter; 
Sae I sabscribe mysel in haste, 

Yoar's, Rab the Ranter. 



TO THE REV. JOHN M'MATH, 

ENCLOSINO A COPY OF HOLY WILLIE's PRAYER, 
WH ICH HE HAU REQUESTED. 

Sept. 17th, 1785. 

While at the stook the shearers coar 
To saun the bitter blaadin' show'r, 
Or in galravage rinnin scoar 

To pass the time, 
To yoa I dedicate the honr 

In idle rhjme. 
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My masie, tir'd wi' mony a sonnet 

On gown, an' ban\ an' donse black bonnet, 

Is grown right eerie now she's done it, 

Lest they shou'd blame her, 
An' rouse their holy thunder on it, 
■ And anathem her. 

I own 'twas rash, and rather hardy, 
That I, a simple countra bardie, 
Shou'd meddle wi' a pack so stardy, 

Wha, if they ken nie, 
Can easy, wi' a single wordie, 

Loose h-11 upon me. 

Bat I gae mad at their grimaces, 

Their sighin', cantin', grace-proud faces, 

Their three-mile prayers, and hauf-mile graces, | 

Their raxin' conscience, i 

Whase greed, revenge, an' pride disgraces I 

Wanr nor their nonsense. 

There's Gaun*, miska't wanr than a beast, 
Wha has mair hononr in bis breast 
Than mony scores as gaid's the priest 

Wha sae abas'd him ; 
An' may a bard no craok his jest 

What way they've os'd him ? 

See him t, the poor man'» friend in need, 
' The gentleman in word an' deed, 
An' shall his fame an' hononr bleed 

By worthless skellams, 
An* no a mose ereot her head 

To cowe the blellnms ? 



* Gavin Hamilton, Eaq. 

f The poet has introduced t\*fc t*»o tn%\. Was» trt iKU stanza 
into the dedication of-hia YfotYu to VkT.^\*m\\\»vu 
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O Pope, had I tby satire's darts 
To gie tbe rase als their deserts, 
I'd rip their rotten, bollow hearts, 

An* teil aload 
Their jagglin' hocas-pocas arts 

To ctieat the crowd. 

God knows, I'm no tbe thing I shoa'd be, 
Nor am I even the thing I ooald be, 
Bat, twenty times, I rather woald be 

An atheist clean, 
Than ander gospel coloars hide be, 

Just for a soreen. 

An honest man may like a glass, 
An honest man may like a lass, 
Bat mean revenge, an' malice faase, 

He'll still disdain, 
An' then cry zeal for gospel laws, 

Like some we ken. 

They tak religion in their moutb ; 
They talk o' merey, grace, an' trnth, 
For what? to gie their malice skoath 

On some pnir wight, 
An' hont bim down, o'er right an' rnth, 

To rain straight. 

All hail, Religion ! maid divine ! 
Pardon a mase sae mean as mine, 
Who in her roagh imperfect line 

Thas daars to name thee ; 
To stigmatize false friends of tbine 

Can ne'er defame thee. 

Tho' blotch't an' foul wi' mony a stain, 

An' far anworthy of thy train, 

Wi' trembling voiee I tane my strain 

To join wi' those, 
Who boldly daur thy cause mauvVfcva. 

In apite o' Co«s *. 
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In spite o' crowds, in spite o' mobs, 
In spite of nndermining Jobs, 
In spite o' dark banditti sUbs 

At worth an' merit, 
By sooondrels, even wi' holy robes, 

Bnt hellisb spirit. 

O Ayr ! my dear, my native gronnd ! 
Within thy presbytereal boand, 
A candid lib'ral band U fonnd 

Of public teachers, 
As mcn, as Christians too, renown'd, 

An' manly preacbers. 

Sir, in that circle yoa are nam'd. ; 
Sir, in tbat circle yon are fam'd ; 
An' some, by wbom yoar doctrine's blam'd, 

(Which gies yoa bonoar), 
Eyen, Sir, by them yoar beart's esteein 'd, 

An' winning manner. 

Pardon tbis freedom I bave ta'en, 
An' if impertinent I've beeil, 
Impate it not, good Sir, in ane 

Whase beart ne'er wrang'd ye, 
Bat to bis atmost would befriend 

Oagbt that belang'd ye. 
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TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ. 

MAUCHLINE. 

(RECOMMEND1NG A BOY.) 

Mosgaville, May 3, 1786. 

I HOLD it, Sir, my bouoden daty, 
To warn you how that Master Tootie, 

Alias, Laird M'Gaon*, 
Was here to Iure the lad away 
'Boat whom je spak tbe tither day, 

An' wad hae don't äff han' : 
Bat lest he learn the callan tricks, 

As faitb I mackle doabt bim, 
Likc scrapin' out aald Crnmmie's nicks, 
An' teilin' lies aboat them ; 
As lieve then I'd bave theo 

Your clerkship he shoold sair, 
If sae be, ye maj be 
Not fitted otherwhere. 

Altho' I say't, he's gleg enongh, 

An* 'boat a hoase tbat's rüde an* roagb, 

The boy might learn to swear ; 
But then wi' you, bell be sae taaght, 
An 1 get sie fair example straaght, 

I hayena ony fear» 
Ye'll catechize bim eyery qairk, 

An' shore him weel wi' hell; 
An' gar him follow to the kirk 

— Aye when ye gang yoursel. 

* Master Tootie then lived in Maiichline; a dealer in Cowsw 
It was his common practice to cut the nicks or markings from 
the horns of cattle, to disgoise their age. He was an artfnl 
trick-contriving character ; hence he is called. a Snick-drawer. 
In the Poet's "Address to the Deif," he style« that auguat oet- 
sonage, an auid, mict-drawing clogl— Reliqu6t,^%9ffU 
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If je tben, mann be theo 

Frae harne this comin' Friday, 

Theo please, Sir, to lea'e, Sir, 
The Orders wi' yonr lady. 

My word of honour I hae gi'en, 

In Paisley John's, that night at e'en, 

To meet the WarUCs worin : 
To try to get the twa to gree, 
An' name the airles an' the fee, 

In legal mode an' form : 
I ken be weel a snick can draw, 

When simple bodies let him ; 
An' if a Devil be at a', 

In faith he's snre to get him. 
To phrase yon an' praise yoa, 

Ye ken yonr Laureat scorns : 
The pray'r still, yon share still, 
Of gratefal Minstrel 

BüRNS. 



TO 

MR. M'ADAM, OF CRAIGEN-GILLAN, 

IN ANSWER TO AN OBLIGING LETTER HE SENT IN THE 
COMMENCEMENT OF MY POETIC CAREER. 

Sir, o'er a gill I gat yonr card, 

I trow it made me proud ; 
" See wha taks notice o' the bard !" 

I lap and cry'd fa' load. 

Now deil-ma-care aboat their jaw, 

The senseless, gawky million ; 
I'll oock my nose aboon them a', 

I'm rous'd by Craigen-Gillan ! 
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'Twas noble, Sir ; 'twas like yoorsel, 

To grant yoar high protection : 
A great man's smile, je ken fa' weel, 

Is aye a blest infection. 

Tbo', by his banes wha in a tob 

Match 'd Macedonian Sandy ! 
On my ain legs, thro' dirt and dab, 

I independent stand aye.— 

And when those legs to gaid warm kail 

Wi' welcome canna bear me ; 
A lee-dyke side, a sybow-tail, 

And barley-scone shall cbeer me. 

Heaven spare you lang to kiss the breath 

O' mony flow'ry simmers ! 
And bless your bonnie lasse« baith, 

I'm tald they're loosome kimmers ! 

And God bless yoong Danaskin's laird, 

The blossom of oar gentry ! 
And may he wear an auld man's beard, 

A credit to his coantry. 



TO CAPTAIN RIDDEL, GLENRIDDEL. 

EXTEMPORE LINES ON RETURNINO A NEW8PAPER.) 

Ellisland, Monday Evening. 

foua news and review, Sir, I've read throngh and 
throagh, Sir, 

With little admiring or blaming ; 
rhe papers are barren of home-news or foreign, 

No murders or rapes worth the namin^. 
VOL. II. \i 
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Oar friends the reviewers, those cbippers and hewers, 
Are jndges of mortar and stone, Sir ; 

Bat of meet, or unmeet, in &fabrick complete, 
I'll boldly pronoance they are none, Sir. 

My goose quill too rüde is to teil all yoor goodness 

Bestow'd on your aervant, the Poet ; 
Would to God I had one like a beam of the san, 

And then all the world, Sir, shoald know it ! 



TO TERRAUGHTY* 

ON HIS BIRTH-DAY. 

Health to the Maxwells' vet'ran Chief! 
Health, aye ansour'd by care or grief : 
Inspir'd, I turn'd Fate's sibyl leaf 

This natal morn, 
I see thy life is stuff o' prief, 

Scarce quite half wor*. — 

This day thou metes threescore eieren, 
And I can teil that bonnteons Heaveo 
(The second-sight, ye ken, is given 

To ilka Poet) 
On thee a tack o' seven times seven 

Will yet bestow it. 

If envions buckies view wi' sorrow 

Thy lengthen'd days on this blest morrow, 

May desolation's lang-teeth'd harrow, 

Nine miles an bour, 
Rake them, like Sodom and Gomorrah, 

In brnnstane stoare — 

• Mr. Maxwett, o? Terra.xv^\\ty, near Dumfries. 
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Bot for thy friends, and tbey are mony, 
Baith honest men and lasses bonnie, 
May coathie fortune, kind and cannie, 

In social glee, 
Wi' mornings blitbe and e'enings funny 

Bloss them and theo ! 

Fareweel, aold birkie ! Lord be near ye, 
And theo the Deil he daorna steer ye : 
Yoor friends aye love, yoor faes aye fear ye ; 

For me, shame fa' me, 
If niest my heart I dinna wear ye 

While Borns they oa' me. 



TO A LADY, 

VITIf A PRESENT OF A PAIR OF DRINKING-GLASSES. 

Fair Empress of the Poet's sool, 

And Qoeen of Poetesses ; 
Clarinda, take this little boon, 

This homble pair of glasses. — 

And fill them high with generous jaice, 

As generoos as yoor mind ; 
And pledge me in the generoos toast — 

" The whole of human kind!" 

• " To those who love us /" — second fill ; 
Bat not to those whom we love ; 
Lest we love those who love not as !— 
A third — " to thee and me, love /" 
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THE VOWELS. 

% &ale» 

'Twas where the birch and soanding thong arc plj'd, 

The noisy domicile of pedant pride ; 

Where ignorance her darkening vapour throws, 

And cruelty directs the thickening blows ; 

Upon a time, Sir Abece the great, 

In all his pedagogic power» elate, 

His awful chair of State reaolves to mount, 

And call the trembling vowels to acconnt. 

First enter'd A, a grave, broad, solemn wight, 
Bat ah ! deform'd, dishonest to the sight ! 
His twisted head look'd back ward on his way, 
And flagrant frora the scoarge, he granted, ai ! 

Relactant E stalk'd in ; with piteoas grace 
The jastling tears ran down bis honest face ! 
That narae, tbat well-worn name, and all his own, 
Pale he sarrenders at the tyrant's throne 1 
The pedant stifles keen tbe Roman soond 
Not all his mongrel diphthongs can Compound j 
And next, the title following close behind, 
He to the nameless, gbastly wretch assign'd. 

The cobweb'd gotbic dorne resounded, Y ! 
In sollen vengeance, I, disdained, reply : 
The pedant swnng his felon cadgel round, 
And knock'd the groaning vowel to the groand ! 

In raefal apprehension enter'd O, 
The wailing minstrel of despairing woe ; 
TV Inquisitor of Spain the most expert, 
Migbt there have learnt new mysteriös of his art : 
So grim, deform'd, witb horrors entering U, 
His dearest friend and brother scarcely knew ! 

As trembling U stood staring all agbast, 
The pedant in his left hand clatch'd him fast, 
In helpless infants' tears he dipp'd his right, 
Haptiz'd him eu, and YAcV&Y&m tosaW* «v^ä.. 
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SKETCH*. 



A LITTLE, upright, pert, tart, tripping wight. 
And still his precioas seif his dear deligbt ; 
"Who loves his own smart shadow in the streets 
Better than e'er the fairest she he meets : 
A man of fasbion too, he made his tour, 
Learn'dvitte la bagatelle, et vive lamour; 
So travell'd monkeys tbeir griiriuce improve, 
Polish tbeir grin, nay, sigh for ladies' love. 
Mach specioas lore, bat little anderstood ; 
Veneeriug oft oatshines the solid wood : 
His solid sense — by inches you mast teil, 
Bat niete his cuaning by the old Scota eil ; 
His raiddling vanity, a basy fiend, 
Still making work his selfish craft mast mend. 



SCOTS PROLOGUE, 

FOR MR. SUTHERLAND'S BENEFIT-NIGHT, DUMFRIES. 

What needs this din aboat the town o' Lon'on, 
How this new play an' that new sang is comin' ? 
Why is oatlandish Stoff sae meikle coarted? 
Does nonsense mend like whisky, when imported ? 



* This sketch seems to be one of a Series, intended for a 
projected work, under the title of " The Poet*t Progrets." 
This character was sent as a specimen, accompanied by a 
letter to Professor Dugald Stewart, in which it is thns noticed : 
*' The fragment beginning, A little, upright, pert, tart, Sic. 
I have not shown to any man living, tili I now send it to you. 
It forma the postulata, the axioms, the definition of a charac- 
ter, which, if it aupear at all, shall be placed in a varicty of 
lights. This particalar part I send you merely as a sample of 
my hand at portrait-sketching." 
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Is there nae poet, barning keen for fatne, 
Will try to gie ns sangs and plays at harne ? 
For comedy abroad he needna toil, 
A fool and knave are plants of every soil ; 
Nor need he hont as far as Rome and Greece 
To gatber matter for a serions piece ; 
There's themes enoagh in Caledonian story, 
Woold show the tragio muse in a' her glory. — 

Is there no daring bard will rise, and teil 
How glorioas Wallace stood, how hapless feil ? 
Where are the muses fled that conld prodnce 
A drama wortby o' the name o' Brnce ; 
How here, even here, he first nnsheath'd the sword 
'Gainst mighty England and her guilty lord ; 
And after mony a bloody, deathless doing, 
Wrench'd his dear conntry from the jaws of min? 
O for a Shakespeare or an Otway scene, 
To draw the lovely, hapless Scottish Queen 
Vain all tb' omnipotence of feraale charms 
'Gainst headlong, ruthless, mad Rebellion's arms. 
She feil, bot feil with spirit traly Roman, 
To glut the vengeance of a rival woman : 
A woman, tho' the phrase may seem oncivil, 
As able and as crnel as the Devil ! 
One Douglas lives in Horae's immortal page, 
Bat Doaglases were beroes every age : 
And tho' yoor fathers, prodigal of life, 
A Douglas follow'd to the martial strife, 
Perhaps, if bowls row right, and Right succeeds, 
Ye yet may follow where a Don glas leads ! 

As ye hae generons done, if a' the land 
Would tak the muses' servants by the band ; 
Not only hear, bot patronize, befriend them, 
And where ye jastly can commend, commend them ; 
And aiblins when they winna stand the test, 
Wink hard and say, the folks hae done their best ! 
Would a' tbe land do this, then I'H be cantion 
Fe 7/ «oon hae poets o' Ü\e Scftttiah aation, 



CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. 39 

Will gar fame blaw antil her trampet crack, 
And warsle time an' lay hira on bis back ! 

For us and for our »tage sbould ony spier, 
" Whase aught tbae chiels maks a' tbis bastle here ?" 
My best leg foremost, IUI set ap my brow, 
We hae the honoor to belong to yoa ! 
We're yoar ain bairns, e'en gnide us as ye like, 
Bat like good mithers, shore before ye strike — 
And gratefu' still I hope ye'll ever find us, 
For a' the patronage and meikle kindness 
We've got frae a' professions, sets and ranks : 
God help us ! we're bat poor — ye'se get bat thanks. 



EXTEMPORANEOUS EFFUSION, 

ON BEING APPOINTEO TO THE EXCISE. 

Searching auld wives' barreis, 

Och, ho ! tbe day ! 
That clarty barm sbould stain my laureis ; 

Bat — what'll ye say ! 
These movin' things, ca'd wives and weans, 
W ad move the very hearts o' stanes ! 



ON SEEING THE 

BEAUTIFUL SEAT OF LORD G. 

Wh AT dost tbou in that mansion fair ? 

Füt G , and find 

Some narrow, dirty, dangeon cave, 

The pictare of tby mind ! 
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ON THE SAME. 



No Stewart art thou, G , 

Tbe Stewarts all were brave j 

Besides, the Stewarts were but fools, 
Not one of them a hnave. 



ON THE SAME. 



Bright ran thy line, O G- 



Thro' many a far-fara'd sire ! 
So rap the far-fam'd Roman way, 
So ended in a mvre ! 



TO THE SAME, ON THE AÜTHOR BETNG THREATENED 
WITH HIS RESENTMENT. 



Spare me tbj vengeanoe, G — 

In qaiet let me live : 
I ask no kindness at thy band, 

For thoa hast none £o give. 



VERSES TO J. RANKEN. 

(The Person to tchom hie Poem on shooting the Par- 
tridge is addressed, tchile Ranken occupied the Farm 
of Adam-Hill, in Ayrshire.) 

Ae day, as Death, that grosome carl, 
Was driving to the tither wart' 
A mixtie-maxtie motley sqnad, 
And mony a guilt-bespotted lad ; 
Black gowns of eaoh denomination, 
And thieves of every rank and Station, 
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From him that weare the star and garter, 
To him that wintles in a halter ; 
Asham'd himsel to see the wretches, 
He mattere, glowrin at the bitches, 
" By G-d TO not be seen behint them, 
Nor 'mang the gp'ritual core present them, 
Withoat, at least, ae honest man, 

To grace tbis d d infernal clan." 

By Adamhill a glance he threw, 
" L— d G-d !" qnoth he, " I have it now, 
There's just the man I want, i' faith," 
And quickly stoppit Ranken'» breath. 



ON HEARING THAT THERE WAS PAL8EHOOD IN THE 

REV. DR. B 'S VERY LOOKS. 

That there is falsehood in his looks 

I mnst and will deny : 
They say their master is a knave — 

And snre they do not He. 



ON A 

SCHOOLMASTER IN CLEISH PARISH, 

FIFESHIRE. 

Here lie Willie M— bie's banes, 

O Satan, when ye tak him, 
Gie him the sohoolin' of yonr weans ; 

For clever Deils he'll mak. 'em l 
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ELEGY ON THE YEAR 1788. 

A SKETCH. 

For Lords or Kings I dinna moarn, 
E'en let them die — for that thej're boro : 
Bot oh ! prodigious to reflec' ! 
A Towmond, Sirs, is gane to wreck ! 
O Eighty-eight, in thy sma' spaoe 
What dire events ha'e taken place ! 
OS what enjoyments thon hast reft iis ! 
In wbat a pickle thoa hast left ns ! 

The Spanish empire's tint a head, 
An' my aold teethless Bawtie's dead ; 
The talzie's sair 'tween Pitt an' Fox, 
And 'tween our Maggie's twa wee cocks ; 
The tane is game, a bluidie devil, 
Bat to tbe hen-birds anco civil ; 
The tither's something dour o' treadin, 
Bat better stuff ne'er claw'd a raidden. — 

Ye ministers, come raount the ponpit, 
An' cry tili je be haerse an' roapet, 
For Eighty-eight he wish'd yoa weel, 
An' gied yoa a' baith gear an* raeal ; 
E'en mony a plack, and raony a peck, 
Ye ken yoursels, for little feck ! — 

Ye bonnie lasses, dight'yoar een, 
For some o' yoa hae tint a frien' ; 
In Eighty-eight ye ken, was ta'en 
What ye'll ne'er hae to gie again. 

Observe the yery nowte an' sbeep, 
How dowf and daviely they creep ; 
Nay, even the yirth itsel does cry, 
For E'nbrugh wells are g rotten dry. 

O Eighty-nine, thou's bot a bairn, 
Aa' do owre auld, I hope, to learn ! 
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Thou beardless boy, I pray tak care, 

Thou dow has got tby Daddy's chair, 

Nae hand-cafFd, mizzl'd, hap-shackl'd Regent, 

Bot, üke himsel, a fall free agent. 

Be sure ye follow oat tbe plan 

Nae waur than he did, honest man : 

As muckle better as you can. 

Jamtary \, 1780. 



VERSES 



Written under the Portrait of Fergusson the Poet, in 
a Copy of that Author's Worts presented to a young 
Lady in Edinburgh, March 19*/», 1787. 

CüRSE on ungrateful man, that can be pleas'd, 
And yet can starve the aathor of the pleasare ! 
O thou, my eider brother in misfortune, 
By far my eider brother in the muses, 
With tears I pity thy anhappy fate! 
Why is the bard onpitied by the world, 
Yet has so keen a relish of its pleasares ? 



VERSES 

WRITTEN AT A TIME WHEN THE POET WAS ABOÜT 
TO LEAVE SCOTLAND. 

O'br the mist-shroaded cliflfs of the lone mountain 
straying, 

Where the wild winds of winter incessantly rave, 
What woes wring my heart while intently surveying 

The storm's gloomy patb on the breast of the wave. 



44 BURNS' POEMS, 

Ye foam-crested billows, allow me to wail, 

Ere ye toss me afar from my lov'd native shore ; 

Where tbe flower wbich bloom'd sweetest in Coila's 
green vale, 
The pride of my bosom, roy Mary's no more. 

No more by tbe banks of tbe streamlet we'll wander, 
And smile at the moon's rimpled face in tbe wave j 

No more sball my arms ding with fondness aroand her, 
For the dew-drops of morning fall cold on her grave, 

No more sball tbe soft thrill of love warm my breast, 
I haste with the storm to a far distant shore ; 

Where anknown, anlamented, my ashes sball rest, 
And joy sball revisit my bosom no more. 



DELIA. 



Fair tbe face of Orient day, 
Fair the tints of op'ning rose ; 
Bat fairer still my Delia dawns, 
More lovely far her beaoty blows. 

Sweet the lark's wild-warbled lay, 
Sweet the tinkling rill to hear ; 
Bat, Delia, more deligbtful still 
Steal thine aocents on mine ear. 

Tbe flower-enamour'd basy bee 
The rosy banqaet loves to sip ; 
Sweet the streamlet's limpid lapse 
To the snn-biown'd Arab's lip ; 
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Bot, Delia, on thy balmj lips 

Let nie, no vagrant insect, rove ! 

O let me steal one liquid kiss ! 

For oh ! my sool is paroh'd with love ! 



ON THE DEATH OF 

SIR JAMES HUNTER BLAIR. 

The lamp of day, with ill-presaging glare, 
Dim, cloudy, sank beneath the western wave ; 

Th' inconstant blast howl'd thro' the dark'ning air, 
And bollow whistl'd in the rocky cave. 

Lone as I waoder'd by each cliff and dell, 

Once the lov'd haants of Scotia's royal train* ; 

Or mas'd where lirapid streams, once hallow'd, well t, 
Or monld'ring ruins mark the sacred fanef. 

Th' increasing blast roar'd round the beetling rocks, 
The cloads swift-wiug'd flew o'er the starry sky, 

The groaning trees nntimely shed their locks, 
And shooting meteors caught the startled eye. 

The paly moon rose in the livid east, 

And 'mong the cliffs disclos'd a stately Form, 

In weeds of woe that frantic beat her breast, 
Aud mix'd her wailings with the raving storm. 

Wild to my heart the filial pulses glow, 

'Twas Caledonia's trophied shield I view'd : 

Her form majestio droop'd in pensive woe, 
The lightning of her eye in tears irabued. 

* The King'8 Park, at Holyrood House. 

t St. Anthony's Well. t St. Anthony'« CVv«^. 
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Revers'd tbat spear, redonbtable in war, 
Reclin'd tbat banner, erst in fields anfarl'd, 

Tbat like a deathful raeteor gleam'd afar, 

And brav'd the mightj monarchs of the worid.— 

" My patriot son fills an ontimely grare !" 
With accents wild and lifted arms she cried ; 

" Low lies the hand that oft was stretch'd to save, 
Low lies the heart that swell'd with honest pride ! 

" A weeping coantry joins a widow's tear, 
The helpless poor mix with the orphan'a cry ; 

The drooping arts sorround their patron's bier, 
And gratefoi science heares the heartfelt sigb. — 

" I saw my sons resame their ancient fire ; 

I saw fair Freedom's blossoms richly blow ; 
But, ah ! how hope is born bat to expire ! 

Relentless fate has laid this gnardian low. — 

" My patriot falls, bat shall he lie ansang, 

While empty greatness saves a worthless name ? 

No ; every Mose shall join her tanefal tongae, 
And fatare ages bear his growing fame. 

" And I will join a mother's tender oares, 
Thro' fatare times to make his virtues last, 

That distant years may boast of other Blairs," — 
She said, and vanished with the sweeping blast. 



Written on the blank Leaf of a Copy of the Poems, pre- 
sented to an old Sweetheart, then married. 

Once fondly lov'd, and still remeraber'd dear, 
Sweet early object of my youthful vows, 

Accept this mark of friendship, warm, sincere ; 
Friendship ! 'tis all cold daty now allows. — 
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And when you read the simple artless rbymes, 
One friendly sigh for him, be asks no more, 

"Who distant buros in flaming torrid climes, 
Or baply lies beneath th' Atlantic roar. 



THE KIRK'S ALARM*. 

% Satire. 

Orthodox, Orthodox, wha believe in John Knox, 
Let me sound an- alarm to your conscience : 

There's a heretic blast bas been blawn in the wast, 
Tbat what is no sense mast be nonsense. 

Dr. Mact, Dr. Mao, yoa shoald stretcb on a rack, 

To strike evil doers wi' terror ; 
To join faith and sense npon ony pretence, 

Is heretic, damnable error. 

Town of Ayr, town of Ayr, it was mad I declare, 

To meddle wi' mischief a-brewing ; 
Provost Jobn is still deaf to tbe chorch's relief, 

And orator Bob); is its min. 

D'rymple mild§, D'rymple mild, tho' yonr heart's 
like a cbild, 

And yonr life like the new driven snaw, 
Yet tbat winna save ye, anld Satan must bave ye, 

For preaching that tbree's ane and twa. 

Ramble Jobn ||, Romble John, mount the Steps wi' u 
groan, 

Cry the book is wi' heresy craram'd ; 
Theo lug ont yonr ladle, deal brimstane like addle, 

And roar ev'ry note of the damn'd. 

* This Poem was w ritten a short time after the publication 
of Dr. M'GiU's Essay, 
t Dr. M'Gill. 
t R 1 A— kin. $ Mr. D— ra— le. || Mr. R-aa-ll. 
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Simper James*, Simper James, leave the fair Killie 
dames, 

There's a holier chase in your view ; 
I'll laj od your head, that the pack ye'll sooo lead, 

For puppies like you there's bat few. 

Singet Sawneyt, Singet Sawney, are ye herding tbe 
J>enny, 

Unconseioos what evils await ? 
"Wi' a jamp, yell, and bowl, alarm every sou), 

For the fool thief is just at your gate. 

Daddy Auldf, Daddy Aald, there's a tod in the fauld, 

A tod meikle waar than the Clerk ; 
Tho' ye oan do little skaith, yell be in at the death, 

And gif je oanna bite, ye may bark. 

Davie Bluster $, Davie Bluster, if for a saint ye do 
master, 
The corps is no nice of recrnits : 
Yet to worth let's be just, royal blood je might 
boast, 
If the ass was the king of the brütet. 

Jamy Goose ||, Jamy Goose, ye hae made bat toora 
roose, 

In hanting the wicked Lieatenant ; 
Bat the Doctor's yoar mark, for the L — d's haly ark, 

He has cooper'd and caw'd a wrang pin in't. 

Poet Willief , Poet "Willie, gie the Doctor a volley, 
Wi' yoar liberty's chain and yoar wit ; 

O'er Pegasus' side ye ne'er laid astride, 
Ye bot smelt, man, the place where he sh-t. 



• Mr. M«K-y. ♦ Mr. M y. 

t Mr. A— d. $ Mr. G 1 of O— 1— < 

|( Mr. Y-g o« C-n-k. % Mr. P-b-« of A-r. 
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Andro Goak*, Andro Goak, ye may slander the book, 
And the book no the waar, let rae teil je ! 

Ye are rieb, and look big, bat lay by hat and wig, 
And ye'll hae a calfs head o' sma' value. 

Barr Steeniet, Barr Steenie, what mean ye? what 
mean ye ? 

If ye'll meddle nae mair wi' the matter, 
Ye may hae some pretence to havins and sense, 

Wi' people wha ken ye nae better. 

Irvine Side |, Irvine Side, wi' your turkeycock pride, 

Of manhood bat sma' is your share ; 
Ye've the figare, 'tis trae, even your faes will allow, 

And your friends they dare grant you nae mair. 

Mo irland Jock§, Muirland Jock, when the L — d 
makes a rock 

To crash common sense for her sins, 
If ill manners were wit, tbere's no mortal so fit 

To confound the poor Doctor at ance. 

Holy Will II, Holy Will, there was wit i' yoar skull, 
When ye pilfer'd the alms o' the poor ; 

The timmer is scant when ye're ta'en for a saint, 
Wha should swing in a rape for an honr. 

Calvin's sons, Calvin's sons, seize your sp'ritual guns, 

Ammanition yoa never can need ; 
Your bearts are the stuff will be powther enoagh, 

And yoar skulls are storehouses o' lead. 

Poet Büros, PoetBurns,wi'your priest skelpingturns, 
Why desert ye your auld native shire ? 

Your muse is a gipsie, e'en tho' she were tipsie, 
She cou'd ca' as nae waar than we are. 

• Dr. A. M-ll. f Mr. S n Y g of B r. 

t Mr. S h of G— n. $ Mr. S d. 

|| An Eider in M e. 

VOL. II. \L 
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THE TWA HERDS*. 

O a' ye pious godlj flocks, 
Well fed on pastnres orthodox, 
Wha now will keep ye frae the fox y 

Or worrying tykes, 
Or wha will tent the waifs and crocks, 

About tbedykes? 

The twa best herds in a' the wast, 
That e'er gae gospel hörn a blast, 
These five and twenty sommers past, 

O dool to teil ! 
Hae had a bitter blaok ont-oast, 

Atween themsel. 

O, M y, man, and wordy R 11, 

How coold you raise so vile a bastle, 
Ye'll see how new-light herds will wbistle, 

And think it fine ! 
The Lord's cause ne'er gat sie a twistle, 

Sin' I hae min'. 

O, Sirs, whae'er wad hae expeckit 

Yonr duty ye wad sae negleckit, 

Ye wha were ne'er by lairds respeckit, 

To wear the plaid, 
ßut by the brates themselves eleckit 

To be tjieir gaide. 

What flook wi' M y's flock coold rank, 

Sae hale and hearty every shank, 
Kae poisoriM soor Arminian stank 

He let them taste, 
Frae Calvin's well, aye clear, they drank, 

O' sie a feast ! 

• This piece was among the first of our Anthor's prodactiona 
which he snbmitted to the public; and was occasioned by t 
dispute berween two Clergymen, near Kilmarnock. 



The tlinmmart wil'-cnt, brock and tod, 
Weel kend bia voice thro' a' the wood, 
He amell'd tbeir ilka hole and ro.d, 

Baith out and in, 
And weel he lik'd 10 ahed tbeir blnid, 

And teil tbeir »k in. 

What berd üke R 11 lell'd tu» tala, 

liii voice vii beard Üira' mnir tod dala, 
He kend the Lord'a afaeep, llka Uil, 

O'er ■' the heigbt. 
And law gin thej weis aiek or hate, 

At the fii-it night. 
He iine ■ m an gj aheep conld scrnb, 
Or noblj ding the gospel clnb, 
And nrw-Iiglit herda conld nicely drnb, 

Or pa j tbeir akin, 
Conld abake them owre the barning dnb, 

Or heave them in. 
Sic t»s— U! da I live tu aee't, 
Sic funona twe abonld dinegreet. 
An' nemea, like lillain, hjpocrile, 

II k über gi'en, 
Whil e new-light herda wi' langhin' ipite, 

Sa y neitber'a liein' ! 
A' je wba teilt the goapel faald, 

There'a D n deep, and P a ifaanl, 

Bnt chiefl v tbon, apoatle A— d, 

Wc trnat in thee, 
That tboa will wark them, bot and canld, 

Till thej agree. 
Conaider, Sira, how we're beaet, 
There'a acarca ■ new berd that wo gel, 
Bnt comes Iran 'mang that onraed aet 
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D e has been lang our fae, 

M* 11 has wroaght as meikle wae, 

And that cors'd rascal ca'd M' e, 

And baith the S 8, 

That aft bae made as black and blae, 

Wi' vengefa' paws. 

Aold W w lang bas batch'd mischief, 

We tbonght aye death wad bring relief, 
Bat be bas gotten, to our grief, 

Ane to saoceed bim, 
A chiel wba'll sonndly baff our beef ; 

I meikle dread him. 

And moDj a ane that I ooald teil, 
Wha fain would openly rebel, 
Forbj turn-coats amang oorsel, 

There S h for ane, 

I doubt he's bot a grej nick quill, 

And that ye'll Hn'. 

O ! a' ye flocks, owre a' the hüls, 

By mosses, meadows, raoors and felis, 

Come join yoor counsel and your skills, 

Tö cowe the lairds, 
And get the brutes the power themsels 

To choose their herds. 

Then Orthodoxy yet may prance, 
And Learning in a woody dance, 
And that feil cor ca'd Common Sense, 

That bites sae sair, 
Be banish'd owre the sea to France ; 

Let him bark tbere. 

Then Sbaw's and D'rymple's eloquence, 

M' H's close nervous excellence, 

M*Q 's pathetic manly sense, 

And guid M* h, 

"Wi* S tu, viu«l IVvto' the heart can glance, 
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THE HENPECKED HUSBAND. 

Cdrs'd be the man, tbe poorest wretch in life, 
The croaching vassal to tbe tyrant wife ! 
Who has no will bat by her high permission ; 
Who has not sixpence bat in her possession ; 
Who mast to her his dear friend's secret teil ; 
Who dreads a cartain lectore worse than hell. 
Were such the wife had fallen to my part, 
I'd break her spirit, or I'd break her heart : 
I'd charm her with the magic of a switch, 
I'd kiss her maids, and kick the perverse b — h. 



EPITAPH, 

ON A HENPECK'D COÜNTRY-SaUIRE. 

As father Adam first was fool'd, 
A case that's still too common, 

Here lies a man a woman rul'd, 
The devil ral'd the woman. 



EPIGRAM 

ON SAID OCCASION. 

O Death, had'st tboa bat spar'd his life 

Whom we this day lament ! 
We freely wad exchang'd the wife, 

And a' been weel content. 
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Ev'n as he is, canld in fais graf, 
The swap we jet will do't ; 

Take thou the Carlin's carcase äff, 
Thou'se get the saul o* boot. 



ANOTHER. 



One Queen Artemisia, as old stories teil, 
When depriv'd of her husband she loved so well, 
In respect for the love and affection he'd sbewn her, 
She reduc'd him to dost and she drank up the powder. 



Bat Qaeen N*******, ofa different complexion, 
When call'd on to order the fun'ral direction, 
Woald have tat her dead lord, on a slender pretence, 
Not to shew her respect, bat — to save the expense. 



ADDRESS TO AN ILLEGITIMATE CHILD. 

Thou's welcome, wean ! misbanter fa' me, 
If onght of thee, or of tby mammy, 
Shall ever danton me, or awe me, 

My sweet wee ladj, 
Or if I blash when thou shalt ca' me 

Tit-ta or daddy. 

Wee image of my bonny Betty, 
I fatherly will kiss and dant thee, 
As dear an' near my heart I set thee 

Wi' as gnde will, 
As a' the priests had seen me get thee 

Thafs out o' h-11. 
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What tho' they ca' me fornicator, 
An' tease my narae in kintra clatter : 
The mair they talk I'ra kent the better, 

E'en let Üiem clash ; 
An auld wife's tongue's a feckless matter 

To gie ane fash. 

Sweet fruit o' mony a raerry diät, 

My fonny toil is dow a' tint, 

Sin' thon oame to the warld asklent, 

Which fools may scoff at ; 
In my last plack thy part's be in't— 

The better haffo't. 

An' if thon be what I wad hae thee, 
An' tak the counsel I shall gie thee, 
A lovin' father 111 be to thee, 

If thon be spar'd ; 
Thro' a' thy ohildish years I'll ee thee, 

An 1 think't weel war'd* 

Gude grant thal thon may aye inherit 
Thy mither's person, graoe, an' merit, 
An' thy poor worthless daddy's spirit, 

Without his failins, 
'Twill please me mair to hear an' see't, 

Than stockit mailins» 



VERSES 

WRITTEN ON A WINDOW OP THE INN AT CARRON. 

We caraena here to view yonr warks 

In hopes to be mair wise, 
Bot only, lest we gang to hell, 

It may be nae sarprise. 
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Bat when we tirl'd at jronr door, 
Yoor porter doughtna hear os ; 

Sae may, shou'd we to hell's jetts come, 
Yoar billy Satan sair ns ! 



EPIGRAM. • 

[Burns, actompaniedby aßriend, havinggone to Inverary, 
at a time when some Company were there on a trisit to 
his Grace the Duke of Argyll, findmg himsetf and 
his companion entirely neglected by the Inn-keeper, 
whose whole attention seemed to be occupied with the 
visitors of his Grace, expressed his disapprobation 
of the inchiüty with which they were treated in the 
foüowing lines.] 

Whoe'er he be that sojoaros here, 

I pitj muoh his case, 
Unless be come to wait upon 

The Lord their 6od his Grace. 

• 

There's naetbing here bat Higbland pride, 

And Highland scab and honger ; 
If Providence has sent me here, 

'Twas surelj in an anger. 



LINES 



Written by Burns, white on his Deaih-bed, to John 
Ranken, Ayrshhre, and forwarded to htm 
diately after the Poefs death. 

He who of Ranken sang, lies stiff and dead ; 
And a green grassy hillock hides his head ; 
Alas ! alas ! a devilish cbange indeed ! 
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VERSES 

Addressed to the above J. Ranken, on his writing to 
the Poet, that a Girl in thatpart of the country was 
with child to him. 

I am a keeper of the law 

In some sma' points, altho' not a' ; 

Some people teil me gin I fa', 

Ae way or ither, 
The breaking of ae point, tho' sma', 

Break s a' thegither. 

I hae been in for't ance or twice, , 
And winna saj owre far for tbrice, 
Yet never met with that snrprise 

That broke my rest, 
Bat now a rumour's like to rise, 

A whanp's i' the nest. 



At a Meeting ofthe Dumfries-shire Volunteers, held to 
commemorate the Anniversary of Rodney's Vic- 
tor y, April 12, 1782, Burns was called upon for a 
Song, instead of which he delivered the following 
Lines extempore. 

Instead of a song, boys, 111 give you a toast, — 
Here's the memorj of those on the twelfth that we 

lost: 
That we lost, did I say? nay, by hear'n, that we 

foand, 
For their fame it shall last while the world goes round. 
The next in snccession, I'll give yoa the King, 
Whoe'er woald betray him, on high may he swin^l 
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And bere*s the grand fabric, our free Constitutum* 
As boilt od the btse of the great Revolution ; 
And longer with Politics, not to be cramm'd, 
Be Anarchy cnrsM, and be Tyranny damn'd ; 
And who wonld to Liberty e'er prove disloyal, 
May bis son be a hangman, and he bis first trial ! 



LINES 



ON BEINO ASKED, WHY GOD HAD MADE MISS DA VI ES 
SO LITTLE AND MRS. *** SO LAUGE. 

Written on a Pam* of Glas» intheltmat Mqfat. 

Ask whj God made the gern so small, 

An' wh y so huge the granke ? 
Becanse God meant mankind should set 

The higher valae on it. 



ON MISS J. SCOTT, OF AYR. 

Oh ! had each Scot of ancient times, 
Been, Jeaoy Scott, as thou art, 
The bravest heart on English groand 
Had yielded like a coward. 
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ANSWER TO A POETICAL EPISTLE, 

8ENT THE AOTHOR BY A TAILOR. 

Wh AT aus ye now, ye lonsie b h, 

To thresh my back at sie a pitch ? 
Losb, man ! hae merej wi* yonr natcb, 

Yoor bodkin's banld, 
I didna soffer baff sae mach 

Frae Daddie Auld. 

What tho' at times wben I grow cronse, 
I gie tbeir wames a random poose, 
Is tbat enoagh for yon to soase 

Yoar servant sae? 
Gae mind yonr seam, ye prick-the-loase, 

An' jag-the-flae. 

King David o' poetic brief, 

Wronght 'mang tbe lasses sie misebief, 

As fill'd bis after life wi' grief 

An' bloody rants, 
Ad' yet he's rank'd amang tbe chief 

O' lang-syne saants. 

And roaybe, Tarn, for a' my cants, 
My wicked rbymes, an' drnnken rants, 
IUI gie auld cloven Clooty's baants 

An anoo slip yet, 
An' snagly sit amang tbe saants, 

At Darie's hip yet. 

Bat fegs, the Session says I mann 

Gae fa' opon anither plan, 

Tban garren lasses cowp tbe cran 

Clean heels owre body» 
And sairly thole their mither's ban 

Afore the howdy. 



This leads me od, to teil for sport, 
How I did with tbe Seasiod aort— 
Auld Clinkum tt the lau« pari 

Crj'd Ihres Cimet, " Ho 
" Comc liitliHr, lad, an" aniwer for't, 

Ye'ie blira'd for jobbin. 
Wi' pinch I put ■ Sonda/a face oh, 
An' snoav'd awa before tbe Seuion — 
I mede im npeu fair confeaiion, 

I aoorn'd to lie ; 
An' tvne Meta John, heyoiid exproaiiou, 

Fall Toni o' me. 



Afonii 



ir-Iooo ba call'd rr 



Ad' aiid inj fau'I fräs Miss expell'd me ; 
I own'd tbe title waa troe ba tell'd me, 

' Bai «bat tbe matter f* 
Quo' I, ' I fear aoleaa je geld me, 

III »'er be better.' 
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«batfori 



' Na, na,' quo' I, ' t'm no for (bat, 
Gelding> nae better tbao 'tia ea't, 

r'd rather loffer for mj fant 

A heartj flewit, 
Aa aair owre bip aa je oan dmw't, 

Tbo' I abonld nie il. 
' Or gin je lika to ond tbe bolber, 
To please aa a', I've joat ae itber, 
Whea neit vi' joo Inas I forRalber, 

Wheta'er betitle it, 
I'll frenklj gie her't a' thegilher, 

Ab' let ber gaide it.' 
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Bat, Sir, this pleas'd them warst ava, 
An' therefore, Tarn, when that I saw, 
I said, « Gade night,' and cam awa, 

And left tbe Session ; 
I saw they were resolved a' 

On my oppression. 



LETTER TO JOHN GOUDIE, 

KILMARNOCK, 
ON THE PUBLICATION OFHIS ESSAYS. 

O Goudie ! terror o' tbe Whigs, 
Dread o' black coats and rev'rend wigs, 
Soor Bigotry, on her last leg», 

Girnin' looks back, 
Wishin' the ten Egyptian plagues 

Wad seize you quick. 

Poor gapin' glowrin' Snperstition, 

Waes me ! she's in a sad condition ; 

Fy, bring Black-Jock, her State physician, 

To see her w-ter ; 
Alas ! there'8 gronnd o' great snspicion 

Shell ne'er get better. 

Auld Orthodoxy lang did grapple, 
But now she's got an unco ripple ; 
Haste, gie her name ap i' the chapel, 

Nigh nnto death ; 
See how sbe fetches at tbe thrapple, 

An' gasps for breatit. 



63 BURNS' POEMS, 

Enthusiasmus put redemption, 

Gaen in a gallopirig consnmption, 

Not a' the qaacks, wi' a' tbeir gamption, 

Will ever mend her, 
Her feeble pulse gies strong presomptioa, 

Death soon will end her. 

'Tis you and Taylor* are the chief, 
Wha are to blame for this mischief ; 
Bat gin the Lord's ain focks gat leave, 

A toora tar-barrel 
An' twa red peats wad send relief, 

An' end the quarrel. 



LETTER TO J S T T, GL— NC— R. 

Auld oomrade dear and brither sinner, 
How's a' the folk aboot Gl — nc — r ; 
How do you this blae eastlin wind, 
That's like to blaw a body blind ? 
I^or me, my facnlties are frozen, 
My dearest member nearly dozen'd. 
I've sent you here by Johnie Simson, 
Twa sage philosophers to glimpse on ; 
Smith, wi' bis sympathetic feeling, 
An' Reid, to common sense appealing. 
Philosophers hare fooght an' wrangled, 
An' meikle Greek an' Latin mangled, 
Till wi' their logic-jargon tird, 
An' in the depth of scienoe mir'd, 
To common sense they now appeal, 
What wiyes an' wabsters see an' feel. 
Bat, hark je, friend, I charge yoa strictly, 
Perase them, an' retarn them qaickly, 

• DT.TayVot of Norwich. 
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For dow I'ra grown sae cursed douse, 
I pray an* ponder butt the house, 
My shins, my lane, I tbere sit roastin', 
Perusing Bunyan, Brown, and Boston ; 
Till by an' by, if I band on, 
1*11 grünt a real Gospel-groan : 
Already I begin to try it, 
To cast my een op like a pyet, 
When by the gun she tnmblea o'er, 
Flntt'ring an' gasping in her göre : 
Sae shorüy you sball see me bright, 
A barning an' a sbining light. 

My heart-warm lore to guid anld Glen, 
The ace an' wale of honest men : 
When bending down wi' auld grey hairs, 
Beneatb the load of years and cares, 
May He wbo made bim still sopport bim, 
An* riews beyond the grave comfort him. 
His worthy fam'ly far and near, 
God bless them a' wi* grace and gear ! 

My. auld school-fellow, PreaAer Willie, 
The manly tar, my mason Billie, 
An' Auchenbay, I wish him joy ; 
If be's a parent, lass or boy, 
May be be dad, and Meg the mither, 
Just five-and-forty years thegither ! 
An' no forgetting wabster Charlie, 
I'm tanld he offers very fairly. 
An' L — d, remember singing Sannock, 
Wi' bale-breeks, saxpence, an' a banuock. 
An' next, my auld acqaaintanee, Nancy, 
Since she is fitted to her fanoy ; 
An' her kind stars hae airted tili her 
A guid chiel wi' a pickte silier. 
My kindest, best respects I sen' it, 
To cousin Kate an' sister Janet ; 
Teil them free me, wi' chiels be caotioas, 
For, faith, they'll aiblins fin' them fashaa«'. 
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LINES, 

W RITTEN AND PRESENTED TO MRS. KEMBLE, ON SEE- 
ING HER IN THE CH AR ACTER OF YARICO. 

Dnmfries Theatre, 1704. 
Kemble, thou ctirest my nnbelief 

.Of Moses and his rod ; 
At Yarico's sweet notes of grief, 

The rock with tears had flow'cL 



LINES, 

W RITTEN ON WINDOWS OF THE GLOBB TAVERN, 

DUM FRIES. 

The graybeard, Old Wisdom, may boast of his trea- 
sures, 

Give me with gay Folly to live ; 
I graot him his calm-blooded, time-settled pleasures, 

Bat Folly has raptares to give. 



I MÖRDER hate by field or flood, 
Tho' glory's name may screen ns ; 

In wars at harne I'H spend my blood, 
Life-giving war of Venus, 

Tbe deities that I adore, 
Are social Peaoe and Plenty, 

I'm better pleased to make ont more, 
Than be tbe death of twenty. 
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My bottle is my holj pool, 
That heals the wonnds o* care an' dool, 
And pleasure b a wanton tront, 
An' je drink it, je'll find him out. 



In politios if thoa would'st mix» 
And mean thy fortunes be ; 

ßear tbis in mind, be deaf and blind, 
Lei great folks hear and see. 



LINES, 



WRITTEN ON A WINDOW, AT THE KING's ARMS* 
TAVERN, DOMFRIES. 

Ye men of wit and wealth, why all tbis sneering 
'Gainst poor Excisemen ? give tbe canse a hearing ; 

What are your landlords' rent-rolls ; taxing ledgers : 
What premiers, what ? even Monarchs' migbty gao- 
gers: 

Nay, what are priests? those seeraing godly wise men; 
What are they, pray, bat spiritaal Excisemen ? 



LINES, 

WRITTEN UNDER THE PICTURR OF THE CELEBRATED 

MISS BORNS. 

Cease, ye prndes, yonr envioos railing, 
Lorely Bnrns has cbarms — confess .* 

True it is, she had one failing, 
Had a woman ever less ? 
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THE LASS O' BALLOCHMYLE. 

'Twas even — tbe dewy fields wen green, 

Od every blade tbe pearls bang ; 
The Zephyr wanton'd round tbe bean, 

And bore its fragraot sweets alang : 
In every glen tbe maris sang, 

All natnre listening seem'd tbe while, 
Except where green-wood echoes rang, 

Amang tbe braes o' Ballochmyle. 

Witb oareless step I onward strajr'd, 

My beart rejoic'd in natore's joy, . 
Wben mnsing in a lonely glade, 

A maiden fair I cbanc'd to spy ; 
Her look was like tbe morning's eye, 

Her air like natare's yernal smile, 
Perfection wbisper'd passing by, 

Bebold tbe lass o' Ballochmyle ! 

Fair 4s tbe morn in flowery May, 

And Sweet is nigbt in Aatomn mild ; 
Wben roving thro' tbe garden gay, 

Or wandering in a lonely wild : 
Bat woman, natnre's darling obild ! 

Tbere all ber charms she does corapile ; 
Ev'n tbere ber other works are foil'd 

By tbe bonny lass o' Ballochmyle. 

O, bad she been a coantry maid, 
And I tbe bappy coantry swain, 

Tho* shelter'd in tbe lowest shed 
That ever rose in Scotland's piain ! 
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Thro' wearj winter's wind and rain, 
With joy, with raptare, I woald to//; 

And nightly to my bosom strain 
The bonny lass o' Ballocbmyle. 

Theo pride might climb the slipp'ry stecp, 

Where fame and honours lofty shine ; 
And tbirst of gold migbt tempt the deep, 

. Or downward aeek the Indian mine ; 
Give me the cot below the pine, 

To iend the Bocks or tili the soil, 
And every day bare joys divine, 

With the bonny las» o' Ballochmyle. 



NAEBODY. 



I hae a wife o' my ain, 
I'U partake vrV naebody ; 

m tak cnckold frae nane, 
I'U gie cnckold to naebody. 

I hae a penny to spend, 
Tbere — thanks to naebody ; 

I bae naething to lend, 
I'U borrow frae naebody. 

1 am naebody's lord, 

I'H be slave to naebody ; 

I hae a goid braid sword, 
I'U tak donts frae naebody. 

I'U be merry and free, 
I'U be sad for naebody ; 

If naebody care for me, 
I'U care for naebody. 
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SONG OF DEATH. 

Scene — a Field of Battle ; Time of the Day — Even- 
ing : the Wounded and JDymg of the mctorious Army 
are supposed tojoin in thefollowing Song, 

A GAELIC AIR. 

Farewell, thou fair day, thon green earth, and ye 
skies, 

Now gaj with the bright setting sun ; 
Farewell, loves and friendships, je dear, tender ties, 

Oar race of existenoe is mn ! 

Tbou grim king of terrors, thou life's gloomj foe, 

60, frigbten the coward and slave ; 
Go, teach them to tremble, feil tjrant ! bat know, 

No terrorö hast thon to the brave ! 

Thou strik'st the doli peasant— he sinks in the dark, 

Nor saves e'en the wreck of a name : 
Thon strik'st the yoang hero— U glorioas mark ! 

He falls in the blaze of bis fame ! 

In tbe field of prond honoar — oar swords in onr hands, 

Our King and oar countrj to save — 
White victory shines on life's last ebbing sands, 

O ! who would not rest with the brave ! 



MY AIN KIND DEARIE O. 

When o'er the hill the eastern star 
Teils baghtio-time is near, my jo ; 

And owsen frae the furrow'd field 
Return sae dowf and we&xia O \ 
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Down by the burn, where scenfed biw^ l 
Wi' dew are hanging clear, my jo m 

1*11 meet theo on tbe lea-rig, 
My ain kind dearie O. 

In mirkest glen, at midnight boar, 

I'd, rove, and ne'er be eerie O, 
If thro' that glen I gaed to thee, 

My ain kind dearie O. 
Altho' the night were ne'er sae wild, 

And I were ne'er sae wearie O, 
I'd meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie O. 

The hanter lo'es the morning san, 

To roase the moantain deer, my jo ; 
At noon the fisher seeks tbe glen, 

Along the barn to steer, my jo ; 
Gie me the boar o' gloamin grey, 

It maks my heart sae cheery O, 
To meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie O. 



MY WIFE'S A WINSOME WEE THI1 

She is a winsome wee thing, 
Sbe is a handsome wee thing, 
She is a bonnie wee thing, 
Tbis sweet wee wife o' mine. 

I never saw a fairer, 

I never lo'ed a dearer, 

And niest my heart I'll wear her» 

For fear my jewel tine. 

She is a winsome wee thing, 
Sbe is a handsome wee thing, 
Sbe is a bonnie wee thing, 
This sweet wee Vife o' mvne. 



i 
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The warld's wrack we sbare o't, 
The warstle and the care o't ; 
Wi' her IUI blithely bear it, 
And think my lot divine. 



AULD ROB MORRIS. 

There's anld Rob Morris that wons in yon glen, 
He's the king o* guid fellows and wale of anld men ) 
He has gowd in bis coffers, he has owsen and kine, 
And ae bonnie lassie, bis darling and inine. 

She's fresb as the inorning, the fairest in Maj ; 
She's sweet as the ev'ning amang the new ha y j 
As blithe and as artless as the lamb on the lea, 
And deaf to toy beart as the ligbt to inj ee. 

Bnt oh ! she's an heiress, anld Robin's a laird, 
And my daddie has nongbt bnt a cot-bonse and yard ; 
A wooer like me maunna hope to oome speed, 
The wonnds I mnst hide that will soori be ndy dead. 

The day comes to me, bnt deligbt brings me nane ; 
The night comes to me, bnt my rest it is gane : 
I wander my lane like a night-troubled ghaist, 
And I sigh as my beart it wad bunt in my breast« 

O, had she bnt been of lower degree, 
I then might hae bop'd she wad smil'd npon me ! 
O, how past describlng bad then been my bliss. 
As now my distraction no words can express ! 
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DÜNCAN GRAY. 

Düncan Gray came here to woo, 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't, 
On blithe jule night when we were foa, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 
Maggie ooost her head fa' high, 
Look'd asklent and unco skeigh, 
Gart poor Dancan stand abeigh ; 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 

Dancan fleech'd, and Dancan pray'd ; 

Ha, ha, g*c. 
Meg was deaf as Ailsa Craig, 

Ha, ha, ifc. 
Dancan sigh'd baith oot and in, 
Grat ins een baith bleer't and blin', 
Spak o' lowpin o'er a linn ; 

Ha, ha, cfc. 

Time and chance are bat a tide, 

Ha, ha, fyc. 
Slighted Iove is sair to bide, 

Ha, ha, fyc. 
Shall I, like a fool, qootb he, 
For a banghty hizzie die ? 
She may gae to — France for me ! 

Ha, ha, cfc. 

How it comes let doctors teil, 

Ha, ha, fyc. 
Meg grew sick — as he grew heal, 

Ha, ha, Sfc. 
Something in her bosom wrings, 
For relief a sigh she brings ; 
And O, her een, they spak sie things ! 

Ha, ha, Sfc, 
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Dancan was a lad o' grace, 

Ha, ha, Sfc. 
Maggie's was a piteous case, 

Ha, ha, Sfc. 
Duncan coaldna be her death, 
Swelling pitj smoor'd his wrath ; 
Now they're croase and caoty baith ; 

Ha, ha, the wootftg o't. 



O POORTITH. 

TüNE — I had a Horse. 

O poortith caald, and restless love, 

Ye wreck my peace between ye ; 
Yet poortith a' I coald forgive, 

An* 't werena for my Jeanie. 
O why Bbonld fate sie pleasare have, 

Life's dearest bands untwining ? 
Or why sae sweet a flower as love 

Depend od Fortuoe's shioing ? 

This warld's wealth when I think od, 
Its pride, and a' the lave o't ; 

Fie, fie oo silly ooward man, 
That he shoold be the slave o't. 
O why, &o. 

Her een sae boooie bloe betray 
How sbe repays my passioo ; 

Bat pradeoce is her o'erword aye, 
Sbe talks of rank and fashion. 
O why, &c. 

O wba oan pradeoce think apon, 

And sie a lassie by him ? 
O wha can prudence think apon, 

Aod sae in love as I am ? 
O why, &c. 
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How blest the hamble cotter's fatef 

He woos his simple dearie ; 
Tbe sillie bogles, wealth and State, 

Can never make them eerie. 
O why shoald fate sie pleasare have, 

Life's dearest bands antwining ? 
Or wby sae sweet a flower aa lore 

Depend oo Fortune's shining ? 



GALLA WATER. 

There's braw braw lad« on Yarrow braes, 
That wander thro' the blooming beatbef ; 

Bot Yarrow braes nor Ettric shaws, 
Can match the lads o' Galla water. 

Bat there is ane, a aecret ane, 
Aboön them a' I lo'e him better ; 

And I'Il be his, and he'll be mine, 
The bonnie lad o' Galla water. 

Altho' his daddie was nae laird, 
And tho' I hae nae meikle toeber ; 

Yet rieh in kindest, traest love, 

Weil tent our flocks by Galla water. 

It ne'er was wealth, it ne'er was wealth, 
That coft contentment, peace, or pleasare ; 

The bands and bliss o' mutaal love, 
O that's the chiefest warld's treasore '. 



LORD GREGORY. 

O mirk, mirk is this midnight hoar, 
And load the tempest's roar ; 

A waefa' wanderer seeks thj tow'r, 
Lord Gregory, ope thy door. 
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An exile frae ber father's ha', 

And a' for loving thee ; 
At least some pity on me shaw, 

If love it uiayna be. 

Lord Gregory, mind'st thoa not the grove, 

By bonnie Irwine side, 
Where first I own'd that virgin-love, 

I lang, lang had denied ? 

How aften didst thoa pledge and vow, 

Thoa wad for aye be mine ! 
And my fond heart, itsel sae trae, 

It ne'er mistrusted thine. 

Hard is thy heart, Lord Gregory, 

And flinty is thy breast : 
Thoa dart of heaven that flashest by, 

O wilt thoa give me rest ! 

Ye mastering th anders from above, 

Your willing victim see ! 
Bat spare, and pardon my faase love, 

His wrangs to heaven and me ! 



WANDERING WILLIE. 

Here awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 
Here awa, there awa, haud awa harne ; 

Come to my bosom, my aiii only dearie, 

Teil me thoa bring'st me my Willie the same. 

Winter winds blew loud and cauld at oar parting, 
Fears for my Willie broaght tears in my ee ; 

Welcome now simmer, and welcome my Willie, 
The simmer to natare, my Willie to me. 

Rest, ye wild storms, in the cave of yoar sl ambers ; 

How yoar dread howling a lover alarms ! 
Wanken, je breezes, row gently, ye billows, 

And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my arms. 
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Bot oh, if he's faithless, and mindna bis Nanni«, 
Flow still between as thoa wide-roariiig main ; 

May I never see it, may I never trow it, 
Bat, dying, believe tbat my Willie's my ain. 



OPEN THE DOOR TO ME, OH ! 

WITH ALTERATIONS. 

Oh, open the door, some pity to shew, 

Oh, open the door to nie, Oh ! 
Tho' thoa hast been false, I'U ever prove trae, 

Oh, open the door to me, Oh ! 

Canld is the blast npon my pale oheek, 

Bot caulder thy love for me, Oh ! 
The frost that freezes the life at my heart, 

Is noaght to my pains frae thee, Oh ! 

The wan moon is setting behind the white wave, 

And time is setting with me, Oh ! 
False friends, false love, farewell ! for mair 

I'U ne'er trouble them, nor thee, Oh ! 

She has open'd the door, sbe bas open'd it wide ; 

She sees his pale corse on the piain, Oh ! 
My trae love, she cried, and sank down by his aide, 

Never to rise again, Oh ! 



JESSIE. 

Tu NE — Bonnie Dundee. 

Trüe hearted was he, the sad swain o' the Yarrow, 
And fair are the maids on the banks o' tbe Ayr, 

Bat by the sweet side o' the Nith's winding river, 
Are lovers as faiüifa\, and tnaideu« as fair : 
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To equal yonng Jessie seek Scotland all over ; 

To equal yonng Jessie yoa seek it in vain ; 
Grace, beaaty, and elegance, fetter her lover, 

And maidenly modesty fixes the chain. 

O, fresh is the rose in the gay, dewy morning, 

And sweet is the lily at evening dose ; 
Bat in the fair presence o' lovely yoang Jessie, 

Unseen is the lily, nnheeded the rose. 
Love sits in her smile, a wizard ensnaring ; 

Enthron'd in her een he delivers his law : 
And still to her charms she alone is a stranger ! 

Her modest demeanoor's the jewel of a\ 



MEG O' THE MILL. 

AlR — bonnie Lass, will you lie in a Barrack 1 

O KEN ye what Meg o' the Mill has gotten, 
An' ken ye what Meg o' the Mill has gotten ? 
She has gotten a coof wi' a clante o' silier, 
And broken the heart o' the barley Miller. 

The Miller was strappio, the Miller was rnddy ; 
A heart like a lord, and a hne like a lady ; 
The laird was a widdiefa', bleerit knarl ; 
She's left the gnid fellow and ta'en the cbnrl. 

The Miller he hecht her a heart leal and loving ; 
The Laird did address her wi' matter mair moviog, 
A fine pacing horse wi' a clear chained bridle, 
A whip by her side, and a bonnie side-saddle. 

O wae on tbe silier, it is sae prevailing ; 
And wae on the love that is fixed on a maiden ! 
A tocher's nae word in a true lover's parle, 
Bat, gie rae my love, and a fig for the waill 
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LOGAN BRAES,. 

Tu NE — Logan Water, 

O Logan, sweetly didst thoo glide 
Tbat day I was my Willie's bride ; 
And years sinsyne hae o'er us ran, 
Like Logan to the simmer sun. 
Bat dow thy flow'ry banks appear 
Like druralie winter, dark and drear, 
While my dear lad mann face bis faes, 
Far, far frae me and Logan braes. 

Again the merry month o' May 

Has made onr hüls and Valleys gay ; 

The birds rejoice in leafy bowers, 

The bees hum round the breathing flowers ; 

Blithe morning lifts his rosy eye, 

And evening's tears are tears of joy : 

My soa 1, delightless, a' sarreys, 

"While Willie's far frae Logan braes. 

Within yon milk-white hawthorn bnsh, 
Amang her nestlings, sits the thrush ; 
Her faithfn' mate will share her toil, 
Or wi' his song her cares begnile : 
Bat I wi' my sweet narslings bere, 
Nae mate to help, nae mate to cheer, 
Pass widow'd nights and joyless days, 
While Willie's far frae Logan braes. 

O wae npon yon, men o' State, 
That brethren ronse to deadly hate ! 
As ye mak mony a fond heart monrn, 
Sae may it on your heads return ! 
How can yonr flinty hearts enjoy 
The widow's tears, the orphan's cry ? 
Bat soon may peace bring happy days, 
And WilUe, harae to Logan braes ! 
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THERE WAS A LASS. 
Tu NE — Bonnie Jean, 

Thbrb was a lass, and she was fair, 
At kirk and market to be seen, 

When a' tbe fairest maids were met, 
Tbe fairest maid was bonnie Jean. 

And aye she wronght her mammie's wark, 

And aye she sang sae merrily : 
The blithest bird npon the bnsh 

Had ne'er a lighter heart than she. 

Bat hawks will rob the t ender joys 
That bless the Utile lintwhite's nest ; 

And frost will blight the fairest flowers, 
And love will break the soundest rest. 

Yonng Robie was the brawest lad, 
The flower and pride of a' the glen ; 

And he fcad owsen, sbeep, and kye, 
And wanton naigies nine or ten. 

He gaed wi* Jeanie to the tryste, 
He danc'd wi' Jeanie on the down ; 

And lang ere witless Jeanie wist,. 

Her heart was tint, her peace was stown. 

As in the bosom o' the stream 

The moon-beam dwells at dewy e*en ; 

So trembling, pare, was tender love, 
Withiu the breast o' bonnie Jean. 

And now she works her mammie's wark, 
And aye she sighs wi' oare and pain ; 

Yet wistna what her ail might be, 
Or what wad mak her weel again. 
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Bot didna Jeanie's heart loup light, 
And didna joy blink in her ee, 

As Robie tauld a Ule o* lore, 
Ae e'enin on the lily lea ? 

The sun was sinking in the west, 
The birds sang sweet in ilka grove ; 

His cheek to her's he fondly prest, 
And wbisper'd thas his tale o' love : 

O Jeanie fair, I lo'e thee dear ; 

O canst thon think to fanoy me? 
Or wilt thoo leave thy mammie's oot, 

And learn to tent the farms wi' me ? 

At barn or byre thou shaltna drodge, 
Or naething eise to troable thee ; 

Bat stray amang the heather-beUs, 
And tent the waving com wi' me. 

Now what could artless Jeanie do? 

Sbe had nae will to say him na : 
At length sbe blosh'd a sweet consent, 

And love was aye between them twa. 



PHILLIS THE FAIR. 

TüNE — Robin Adair. 

While larks with little wing 

Fann'd the pnre air, 
Tasting the breathing spring, 

Forth I did fare : 
Gay the sun's golden eye 
Peep'd o'er the monntains high ; 
Such thy morn ! did I cry, 

PhiUu lue fa\T. 
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In eacb bird's careless song 

Gl ad did I share ; 
Wbile jon wild flowers among, 

Chance led ine there : 
Sweet to the opening day, 
Rosebads bent the dewj spray j 
Such thy bloora ! did I say, 

Phillis the fair. 

Down in a shady walk, 

Doves cooing were, • 

I mark'd the crael hawk 

Canght in a snare : 
So kind may Fortune be, 
Such make bis destiny, 
He who woald injare thee, 

Phillis the fair. 



HAD I A CA VE. 
To the same Tun*, 

Had I a care on some wild, distant shore, 
Where tbe winds howl to the waves' dashing roar ; 

There woald I weep my woes, 

There seek my lost repose, 

Till grief my ejes shoald dose, 
Ne'er to wake more. 

Falsest of womankind, canst thoa declare 
All thy fond plighted vows — fleeting as air ? 

To thy new lover hie, 

Laagh o'er thy perjnry, 

Then in thy bosom try, 
What peace is there ! 

VOL. II. G 




BÜRNS* POEMS. 

BY ALLAN STREAM. 

Tüne— Allan Water. 

By Allan stream I chanc'd to rove, 

Wbile Phoebas sank beyond Benledi ; 
The winds were whispering thro' the grore, 

The jellow com was waving ready : 
I listen'd to a lover's sang, 

And thought on yoathfa' pleasures mony ; 
And aye the wild-wood echoes rang — 

O, dearly do I lo?e thee, Annie ! 

O, happy be the woodbine bower, 

Nae nightly bogle mak it eerie ; 
Nor ever sorrow stain the hoar, 

The place and time I met my dearie ! 
Her head upon my throbbing breast, 

She, sinking, said, " I'm tbine for ever !" 
While mony a kiss the seal imprest, 

The saored vow, we ne'er shoald sever. 

The bannt o' springt the primrose brae, 

Tbe simmer joys the flocks to follow ; 
How cheery thro' her shortening day 

ls antnmn, in her weeds o' yellow ! 
Bat can they melt the glowing heart, 

Or chain tbe sonl in speechless pleasure, 
Or thro' each nerve the raptnre dart, 

Iike meeting her, oor bosom's treasnre ? . 



WHISTLE, AND I'LL COME TO YOÜ, 

MY LAD. 

O whistle, and I'll come to yoa, my lad ; 
O whistle, and l'll come to yoa, my lad : 
Tbo' father and mitber and a' shonld gae mad, 
O whistle, and l'U come to yoa, my lad. 
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Bot warily teilt, wben ye come to coart me, 
And comena anless tbe baok-yett be a-jee ; 
Syne op the back-stile, and let naebody see, 
And come as ye werena comb to me. 
And come, &c. 

O wbistle, &c. 

At kirk, or at market, whene'er ye meet me, 
Gang by me as tho* tbat ye carMna a flie : 
Bat steal me a blink o' yoar bonnie black ee, 
Yet look as ye werena lookin at me. 
Yet look, &c. 

O wbistle, &c. 

Aye vow and protest tbat ye carena for me. 
And whiles ye may lightly my beauty a wee ; 
Bat coartna anither, tho* jokin ye be, 
For fear that sbe wyle yoar fancy frae me. 
For fear, &c. 

O wbistle, &c 



DELUDED SWAIN. 

TONE— The Collier' s Dochter. 

Delüded swain, the pleasure 
The fickle Fair can give thee, 

Is bat a fairy treasare, 

Thy hopes will soon deceive thee. 

The billows on the ocean, 
The breezes idly roaming, 

The cloads' ancertain motion, 
They are bat types of woman. 

O ! art thou not ashamed 

To doat opon a featare? 
If man thoa woaldst be named, 

Despise tbe silly crealut«. 
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Go, find an honest fellow ; 

Good claret set before thee 
Hold od tili thoa art mellow, 

And then to bed in glorj. 



THINE AM I. 

Tone— The Quaker'* Wife. 

THINE am I, my faithful fair, 
Thine, my lovely Nancy ; 

Ev'ry pulse along my veins, 
Ev'ry roving fancy. 

To thy bosom lay my heart, 
There to throb and langnish : 

Tho' despair had wrang its coro, 
That woald heal its angaish. 

Take away these rosy Ups, 
Rieh with balmy treasare : 

Tarn away thine eyes of love, 
Lest I die with pleasore. 

What is life when wanting love ? 

Night withoat a morning : 
Love s the cloodless sammer »an, 

Natare gay adorning. 



HUSBAND, HUSBAND, CEASE YOUF 

STRIFE. 

Tone— Jq Janet. 

Hosband, hasband, cease yoor strife, 

Nor longer idly rave, sir ; 
Tho' I am yoar wedded wife, 

Yet I am not your &\we, &\x. 
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" One of two must still obey, 

Nancy, Nancy ; 
Is it man or woman, say, 
. My spoase, Nancy?" 

If 'tis still the lordly word, 
Service and obedience ; 

l'll desert my sor'reign lord, 
And so good-bye allegiance ! 

" Sad will I be, so bereft, 

Nancy, Nancy ! 
Yet l'll try to make a sbift, 

My spoase, Nancy. 



» 



My poor heart then break it must, 
My last hoor I'm near it : 

When yoa lay me in tbe dost, 
Think, think how yoa will bear iL 

" I will hope and trust in Heaveo, 

Nancy, Nancy ; 
Strength to bear it will be given, 

My spoase, Nancy.' 



» 



Well, Sir, from the silent dead 
Still l'll try to dannt yoa ; 

E?er round yoar midnight bed 
Horrid sprites shall haant yoa. 

" l'll wed another, like my dear 

Nancy, Nancy ; 
Tben all bell will fly for fear, 

My spoase, Nancy." 
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WILT THOU BE MY DE ARIE? 

TüNE— The Sutor's Dochter. 

Wilt thoa be my dearie? 

When sorrow wring» tby gentle beart, 

Wilt thoa let me cheer thee ? 

By tbe treasare of my sool, 

That's the love I bear thee ! 

I swear and vow that only thoa 

Shall ever be my dearie. 

Ooly thoa, I swear and vow, 

Shall ever be my dearie. 

Lassie, say thoa lo'es me ; 
Or if thoa wiltoa be my ain, 
Sayna thoalt refase me : 
If it winna, canna be, 
Thoa for thine may choose me, 
Let me, lassie, qaickly die, 
Trasting that thoa lo'es me. 
Lassie, let me qaickly die, 
Trasting that thoa lo'es me. 



BANKS OF CREE. 

Tone — The Flowers of Edinburgh. 

Here is the glen, and here the bower, 
All onderneath the birchen shade ; 

The village-bell has toll'd the hoor, 
O what can stay my lovely maid ? 

'Tis not Maria's whispering call ; 

'Tis bat the balmy-breathing gale, 
Mixt with some warbler's dying fall, 

The dewy »tat o* ^* \»>m5\» 
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It is Maria's voice I hear ! 

So calls the woodlark in the grore 
His little faithfol mate to cheer, 

At once 'tis mnsic — and 'tis love. 

And art thoa come ? and art thoa trae-? 

O welcome dear to love and me ! 
And let as all oor vows renew, 

Along the flöwery banks of Cree. 



ON THE SEAS AND FAR AWAY. 

Tone— 0'«r the Hills, and far awa. 

How can my poor beart be glad, 
When absent from my sailor lad ? 
How can I the thought forego, 
He's on the seas to meet the foe ? 
Let me wander, let me rove, 
Still my beart is witb my love ; 
Nightly dreams and thoughU by day 
Are with bim that's far away. 

CHORUS. 

On the seas and far away, 
On stormy seas and far away ; 
Nightly dreams and thoughts by day 
Are aye with htm that's far away, 

'When in sammer's noon I faint, 
As weary flocks around me pant, 
Haply in this scorching san 
My sailor's thund'ring at his gan : 
Ballet*, spare my only joy ! 
Bollet«, spare my darling boy ! 
Fate, do with me what yoa may, 
Spare bat him that's far away l 
On the seas, 4*c. 



4 
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At the starless raidnight bour, 
Wben winter ml es with bonndless power; 
As tbe storms the forest tear, 
And thunders rend the howling air, 
Iistening to the doabliog roar, 
Surging on the rocky shore, 
All I can — I weep and pray, 
For his weal that's far away. 
On the seas, fyc. 

Peace, thy olive wand extend, 
And bid wild war his ravage end, 
Man with brother man to meei. 
And as a brother kindly greet : 
Then may heaven with prosp'rous gales 
Fill my sailor's welcome sails, 
To my arms their charge convey, 
My dear lad that's far away, 
On tjie seas, fyc. 



HARK ! THE MAVIS. 

Tone — Ca* the Yowes to the Knowes. 

CHORUS. 

Ca* the yowes to the knowes, 
Ca* thetn where the heather grows, 
Ca* them where the burnie rows, 
My bonnie dearie. 

Hark ! the mavis' evening sang 
Sounding Clouden's woods amang j 
Then a fanlding let us gang, 
My bonnie deutle. 
Ca the, $c. 
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We'll gae down by Clouden side, 
Thro' tbe hazels spreading wide, 
Oer the waves tfaat sweetly glide 
. To tbe moon sae clearly, 
Ca' the, Sfc, 

Yonder Clouden's silent towers, 
Where at moonshine mid night hours, 
Oer the dewy-bending flowers, 
Fairies dance sae cheery. 
Ca' the $c. 

Ghaist nor bogle shalt thou fear ; 
Thoa'rt to love and heaven sae dear, 
Nocht of ill may come thee near, 
Ny bonnie dearie. 
Ca* the, Sfc. 

Fair and Iovely as thou art, 
Thou hast stown my very heart ; 
I can die — bat canna part, 
My bonnie dearie. 
Ca 1 the, 4-e. 



SHE SAYS SHE LO'ES ME BEST OF A\ 

TüNE— Onagh's Water-fall. 

Sae flaxen were her ringlet«, 

Her eyebrows of a darker hne, 
Bewitchingly o'er-arching 

Twa laughing een o' bonnie blue. 
Her smiling, sae wyling, 

Wad raake a wretch forget his woe ; 
What pleasure, what treasnre, 

Unto these rosy lips to grow : 
Sach was my Chloris' bonnie face, 

When first her bonnie face I saw, 
And aye my Chloris' dearest cbarm, 

She says she lo'es me best of a'. 



90 BOR WS* POEMS. 

Like harraony ber motion ; 

Her pretty incle is a spy 
Betraying fair proportion, 

Wad make a saint forgct the sky. 
Sae warming, sae charming, 

Her fanltleas form and graoefn' air; 
II k featare—aold Natura 

Declar'd that she conld do nae mair : 
Her's are the williog chains o* Jove, 

By conqnering beanty*s sorereign law ; 
And aye my Cbloris' dearest charm, 

Sbe aays ahe lo'es me best of a\ 

Let otbers love the city, 

And gandy shew at snnny dood ; 
Gie me the lonely valley, 

The dewy eve, and rising moon 
Fair beaming, and Streaming, 

Her silver light tbe boaghs amang ; 
Wbile falling, recalling, 

The amorous thrush conclades bis sang 
There, dearest Chloris, wilt thoa rove 

By wimpling burn and leafy shaw, 
And hear my vows o* truth and love, 

And say thou lo'es me best of a' ? 



HOW LANG AND DREARY. 

TONE— Cauld Kall in Aberdeen. 

How lang and dreary is tbe night, 
When I am frae my dearie ; 

I restless lie frae e'en to morn, 
Tho' I were ne'er sae weary. 

CHORUS. 
For oh, her lonely nights are lang ; 

And oh, her dreams are eerie ; 
And oh, her wioWd beart \» %<wi\ 

That' s dbsent frae ber feare* 
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Wben I tbink on the lightsome days 

I spent wi' thee, my dearie ; 
And now what seas between us roar, 

How can I be but eerie? 
For oh, fyc. 

How slow ye move, ye beary boars ; 

The joyless day how dreary ! 
It wasna sae ye glinted by, 

Wben I was wi' my dearie. 
For oh, Sfc, 



THE LOVER'S MORNING SALUTE TO 
HIS MISTRESS. 

Tu NE— De»/ tak the War». 

Sleep-st thoa, or wak'st thoa, fairest creatare ? 

Rosy morn now lifts his eye, 
Nambering ilka bad which Natura 

Waters wi' the tears o' joy : 

Now thro' tbe leafy woods, 

And by the reeking floods, 
Wild Natnre's tenants freely, gladly stray; 

Tbe lintwbite in his bower 

Chants o'er the breathing flower ; 

The lav'rock to the sky 

Ascends wi' sangs o' joy, 
While the sun and thou arise to bless the day. 

Phoebus, gilding the brow o' raorning, 

Banisbes ilk darksome shade, 
Natare gladdening and adorning ; 

Snch to me my lovety maid. 

When absent frae my fair, 

Tbe murkj sbades o care 
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With starless gloom o'ercast my stillen skj : 

Bot wheo in beaaty's ligbt 

She meeU my ravish'd sigbt, 

Wheo throagh my very heart 

Her beaming glories dart ; 
'Tis then I wake to life, to light, and joy. 



BUT LATELY SEEN. 

Töne— The Death ofthe LinneU 

Bot lately seen in gladsome green 

The woods rejoice the day t 
Thro' genlle showers the laoghiog flowers 
In double pride were gay : 
Bat now «rar joys are fled 
On winter blasts awa ! 
Yet maiden May, in rieh array, 
Again shall bring them a\ 

Bat my white pow, nae kindly thowe 

Shall melt the snaws of age ; 
My trank of eild, bat bass or bield, 

Sink s in time's wintry rage. 
Oh, age has weary dajs, 

And nights o' sleepless pain ! 
Thoa golden time o' yoathfa' prime, 

Why com 'st thoa not again f 



LASSIE WI* THE LINT- WHITE LOCI 

TUHE—Rothiemurchus's Rata, 
CHORUS. 

Lassie w? the Hnt-white locks, 

Bonnie lassie, artless lassie, 
Will thou tci me tent tlie ^ocka» ' 

WxU tKou be my dcarxe O*. 
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Now nature cleeds the flowery Iea, 
And a' is yonng and sweet like thee; 
O wilt thoa share its jojs wi' me, 
And say thon'lt be my dearie O ? 
Lassie toi', Sfc. 

And when the welcome simmer-shower 
Has cheer'd ilk drooping little flower, 
We'll to the breathing woodbine bower 
At sultry noon, my dearie O. 
Lassie w?, Sfc, 

When Cynthia lights, wi' silver ray, 
The weary shearer's hameward way, 
Thro' yellow waving fields we'll stray, 
And talk o' love, my dearie O. 
Lassie tct', Spc. 

And when the howling wintry blast 
Distorbs my lassie's midnight rest ; 
Enclasped to my faithfu' breast, 
I'll comfort thee, my dearie O. 

Lassie tci* the Unt^whüe locks, 

Bonnie lassie, artless las sie, 
WUt thou tct' me tent theflocks, 

Wilt thou be my dearie O ? 



FAREWELL, THOU STREAM. 

Tu NE — Nancy' 's to the Greemcood gane. 

Farewell, thoa stream that winding flows 

Around Eliza's dwelling ! 
O mem'ry ! spare the cruel throes 

Within my bosom swelling : 
Condemri'd to drag a hopeless chain, 

And yet in secret languish, 
To feel a fire in ev'ry vein, 

Nor dare disclose my angruaVi. 
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Love's verlest wretch, unseen, noknowo, 

I fain my griefs wonld cover : 
Tbe bursting sigh, th' nnweeting groan, 

Betray the hapless lover. 
I know thou doom'st me to despair, 

Nor wilt nor canst relieve me ; 
Bat oh, Eliza, hear one prajer, 

For pit/s sake forgire me! 

The ronsic of tby voice I heard, 

Nor wist while it enslav'd me ; 
I saw tbioe eyea, yet notbing fear'd, 

Till fears no more had savM me ; 
Th' nnwary sailor thas aghast, 

The wheeling torrent viewing, 
'Mid circling horrors sink« at last 

In overwhelming roin. 



CONTENTED WV LITTLE. 

Tu NE — Lumps o* Pudding, 

Contented wi' little, and cantie wi' mair, 
"Whene'er I forgatber wi' sorrow and care, 
I gie them a skelp as tbey're creepin alang, 
Wi' a cog o' guid swats, and an auld Scottiah sang. 

I whyles claw tbe elbow o' troublesome thoaght ; 
Bat man is a sodger, and life is a faaght : 
My mirth and guid humoor are coin in my ponch, 
And my Freedom's my lairdship nae monarch dare 
toach. 

A towmond o' troable, shoald that be my fa', 
A night o' goid fellowship sowthers it a' : 
When at the blithe end o' our joarney at last, 
Wba the deil e?er thinks o' the road he bas past? 
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Blinft chance, let her snapper and itoyte on her way, 
Be't to me, be't frae me, e'eo let the jade gae : 
Come ease, or come travail ; come pleasure, or pain, 
My warst word ig — " Welcome, and welcome again !" 



MY NANNIE'S 'AWA. 
Tune— TÄere'Ä never be Peace. 

Now in her green mantle blithe natare arrays, 
And listens the lambkins that bleat o'er the braes, 
Whüe birds warble welcome in ilka green shaw j 
Bnt to me it's delightless — my Nannie's awa. 

The snaw-drap and primrose our woodlands adorn, 
And violets bathe in the weet o' the morn ; 
They pain my sad bosom, aae sweetly they blaw, 
They mind me o' Nannie — my Nannie's awa« 

Thoa lav'rock that Springs frae the dews of the lawn, 
The shepherd to warn o' the grey-breaking dawn, 
And tboa, mellow mavis, that hails the night-fa', 
Give over for pity — my Nannie's awa« 

Come, aatamn, sae pensive, in yellow and grey, 
And sooth me wi' tidings o' nature's decay ; 
The dark, dreary winter, and wild-driving snaw, 
Alane can delight me — now Nannie's awa. 



SWEET FA'S THE EVE. 
Tüne — Craxgie-burn-wood. 

Sweet fa's the eve on Craigie-bnra, 
And blithe awakes the morrow, 

Bat a' the pride o' spring's retarn 
Can yield me nocht bat «oiwvu 
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I see the flowers and spreading trees, 
I hear the wild birds singing ; 

But what a weary wight cao please, 
And care bis bosom wringing? 

Fain, fain woald I my griefs irapart, 
Yet darena for your anger ; 

Bat secret love will break my heart, 
If I conceal it langer. 

If thon refuse to pity me, 

If thou shalt love anither, 
When yon green leaves fa' frae the tree, 

Around my grave they'll wither. 



O LASSIE, ART THOU SLEEPING YET? 
TüNE — Let me in this ae Night, 

O Lassie, art thon sleeping yet? 
Or art thon wakin, I wonld wit? 
For love has bonnd me, band and foot, 
And I woald fain be in, jo. 

CHORUS. 

Ö let me in this ae night, 

This ae, ae, ae night; 
For pity* s sähe this ae night , 

O rise and let me in,jo. 

Thou hear'st the winter wind and weet, 
Nae star blinks thro' the driving sleet ; 
Tak pity on my weary feet, 
And shield me frae the rain, jo. 
O let me in, Sfc, 

The bitter blast that round me blaws, 
Unheeded howls, anheeded fa's ; 
The caaldness o' thy heart's the cause 
Of a* my grief and pain, jo. 
let me in, fifc. 
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HER ANSWER. 
To the same Tune. 

O tbllna me o' wind and rain, 
Upbraidna me wi* oaold disdain ! 
Gae back the gait ye cam again, 
I winna let you in, jo. 

CHORUS. 

/ teil you now this ae night, 

This ae, ae, ae night ; 
And anqefor a' this ae night, 

I tcinna let you in,jo. 

The snellest blast, at mirkest bonrs, 
That round. the pathless wand'rer pours, 
Is nooht to what poor she endnres, 
That's trasted faithless man, jo. 
/ teil you novo, fyc. 

The sweetest flower that deck'd the mead, 
Now trodden like the vilest weed ; 
Let simple maid the lesson read, 
The weird may be her ain, jo. 
I teil you now, SfC 

The bird that charm'd his snmmer-day, 
Is now the cruel fowler's prey ; 
Let witless, trasting, woman say 
How aft her fate's the same, jo. 
I teil you now, Sf-c. 
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Tho' rieh is the breeze in their gay snnny Valleys, 
And caald, Caledonia's blast on the wave ; 

Their sweet-soented woodlands that skirt the prond 
palace, 
What are they ? The hannt of the tyrant and slave ! 

The slave's spioy forest«, and gold-babbling foontains, 
The brave Caledonian views wi' disdain; 

He wanders as free as the winds of bis moantains, 
Save love's willing fetters, the chains o' bis Jean. 



TWASNA HER BONNIE BLÜE EE. 

TVNE-rLaddU, lie near me. 

'Twasna her bonnie bloe ee was my min ; 
Fair tbo' she be, that was ne'er my undoing ; 
'Twas the dear smile when naebody did mind os, 
'T was the bewitching, sweet, stown glance o' kindness. 

Sair do I fear that to hope is denied me, 
Sair do I fear that despair mann abide me ; 
Bnt tho' feil fortane shonld fate ns to sever, 
Queen shall she be in my bosom for ever. 

Mary, I'm thine wi 1 a passion sincerest, 
And thoa hast plighted me love o' the dearest ! 
And tbou'rt the angel that never ean alter, 
Sooner the san in bis motion woald falter« 



MARK YONDER POMP. 
TüNE— Deil tdk the War». 

Mark yonder pomp of costly fashion, 
Roond the wealthy, titJed bride : 

Bnt when compar'd with real passion, 
Poor is all that princely pride. 
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What are the showy treasnres ? 

What are the noisy pleasares ? 
The gay, gaudy glare of vanity and art : 

The polish'd jewel's blaze 

May draw the wond'ring gaze, 

And ooortly grandeur bright 

The faooy may delight, 
Bot nerer, never oan come near the heart. 

Bot did yoo see my dearest Chlorig, 

In simplioity's array ; 
Lovely as yonder sweet opening flower is, 

Sbrinking from the gaze of day. 

O theo, the heart alarming, 

And all resistless cbarming, 
In Leve's delightfol fetters she chains the willing soal ! 

Ambition woald disown 

The world's imperial orown ; 

Even Avance woald deny 

His worshipp'd deity, 
And feel tbro' every vein Love's raptares roll. 



I SEE A FORM, I SEE A FACE. 

TüNE — This is ho my am Abtue. 

O this is no my am lassie, 

Fair tho' the lassie be ; 
O tceel hen I my ain lassie, 

Kind love is in her ee, 

I SEE a form, I see a face, 
Ye weel may wi* the fairest place : 
It wants, to nie, the witcbing gracc, 
The kind love that's in her ee. 
fhis is no, 8fc. 
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She's bonnie, blooming, straight, and tall, 
And lang has had my heart in tbrall ; 
And aye it charms my very sanl, 
The kind love that's in her ee. 
O this is no, Sfc. 

A thief sae pawkie is my Jean, 
To steal a blink, by a' nnseen ; 
Bat gleg as light are lovers' een, 
When kind love is in tbe ee. 
O this is no, fyc. 

It may escape tbe coartly sparks, 
It may escape the learoed Clerks ; 
Bat weel the watching lover marks 
The kind love that's in her ee. 
O this is no, fyc. 



O BONNIE WAS YON ROSY BRIER. 

Tu NE — The wee wee man, 

O bonnie was yon rosy brier, 

Tbat blooms sae fair frae bannt o' man ; 

And bonnie she, and ah, how dear ! 
It shaded frae the e'enin san. 

Yon rosebads in the morning dew, 

How pare amang the leaves sae green ; 

Bot purer was the lover's vow 

They witness'd in tbeir shade yestreen. 

All in its rode and prickly bower, 

That crimson rose, how sweet and fair ! 

Bat love is far a sweeter flower 
Araid life's thorny path o' care. 

The pathless wild, and wimpling bnrn, 
Wi' Chloris in my arms, be mine ; 

And I, the world, nor wish, nor scorn, 
Its joys and griefs alike resi^n. 
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FORLORN, MY LOVE. 

TüNE — Let me in this ae night, 

Forlorn, my love, no comfort near, 
Far, far from thee, I wander here : 
Far, far from thee, the fate severe 
At which I most repine, love« 

CHORUS. 

wert thou, love, but near me 9 
But near, near, near me ; 
How kindly thou wouldst cheer me, 
And mingle sighs with mine, Uwe, 

Aronnd me scowls a wintry sky, 
Tbat blasts eacb bod of hope and joy ; 
And shelter, shade, nor horae bave I, 
Save in tbose arms of thine, love. 
• wert, Sfc, 

Cold, alter'd friendship's cruel part, 

To poison fortane's rnthless dart — 

Let me not break tby faithfol heart, 

And say that fate is mine, love. 

O wert, Sf-c. 

Bat dreary tho' tbe moments fleet, 
O let me think we yet »hall meet ! 
Tbat only ray of solace sweet 
Can on tby Chloris shine, love. 
O wert, $c. 
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LAST MAY A BRAW WOOER. 

TüNE — The Lothian Lassie, 

Last May a braw wooer cam down the lang glen, 
And sair wi' bis love he did deaye me : 

I said there was naething I bated like men, 
The deace gae wi'm to believe me, believe me, 
The deace gae wi'm to believe me. 

He spak o' the darts in mj bonnie blaok een, 
And vow'd for my love be was djing ; 

I said he might die when he liked for Jean : 
The Lord forgie me for lying, fer lying« 
The Lord forgie me for lying ! 

A weel-stocked inailen, himsel for the* laird, 
And marriage aff-hand, were bis proffers : 

I never loot on tbat I kenn'd it,- or car'd, 

Bat thoaght I might hae waor offers, waar offers« 
Bat thoaght I might hae waar offers. 

Bat what wad ye think ? in a fortnigbt or less, 
The deil tak his taste to gae near her ! 

He ap the lang loan to my black coasin Bess, 

Guess ye how, the jad! I coold bear her, could 

bear her, 
Goess ye how, the jad ! I coold bear her. 

Bat a' the niest week as I fretted wi' care, 

I gaed to the tryste o' Dalgarnock, 
And wha bat my fine fickle lover was there, 

I glowr'd as I'd seen a warlock, a warlock, 

I glowr'd as I'd seen a warlock. 

But owre my left shoather I gae bim a blink, 

Lest neebors might say I was saucy ; 
My wooer he caper'd as he'd been in drink, 

And vow'd I was his dear lassie, dear lassie, 

And vow'd I was his dear lassie. 
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I spier'd for my consin fu* coaJ.hy and sweet, 
Gin she had recover'd her hearin, 

And bow her new shoon fit her aold shachl't feet — 
Bat, heavens ! how he feil a swearin, a swearin, 
Bat, heavens ! how he feil a swearin. 

He begged, for Gudesake ! I wad be bis wife, 

Or eise I wad kill him wi* sorrow : 
So e'en to preserre the poor bodj in life, 

I think I mann wed him to-morrow, to-morrow, 

I think I mann wed bim to-morrow. 



HEY FOR A LASS WI' A TOCHER. 

Tone — Batinamona ora. 

Awa wi' yoor witchcraft o* beanty's alanns, 
TUe slender bit beanty yoa grasp in yonr arm* : 
O, gie me the lass that has acres o' oharms, 
O, gie me the lass wi' the weel-stockit farms. 

CHORUS. 

Then hey, for a lass tcf a tocher, then Hey, for a lass 

tot' a tocher, 
Then hey, for a lass tot' a tocher ; the niee yettow 

guineasfor me, 

Yonr beanty's a flower in the morning that blows, 
And withers the faster, the faster it grows ; 
Bat the raptaroas charm o' the bonnie green knowe*, 
Ilk spring they're new deckit wi* bonnie white yowes. 
Then hey, Sfc. 

And e'en when this beauty yoor bosom has blest, 
The brightest o' beanty may cloy, when poaaest ; 
Bat the sweet yellow darlings wi' Geordie iraprest, 
The langer ye hae them — the mair they're carest. 
Then hey, Sfc, 
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ALTHO' THOU MAÜN NEVER BE MINE. 

Tone — Her es a hetdth to them thafs awa, hiney, 

CHORUS. 

Here's a hetdth to ane I lo'e dear, 

Here's a heaUh to ane I lo'e dear ; 

Thou ort as sweet as the smile whenfond lovers meet, 

And soft as their parting tear — Jessyl 

Altho* thou mann never be mine, 

Altho' even hope is denied ; 
'Tis sweeter for tbee despairing, 

Than aught in the world beside — Jessy ! 
Here's a liealth, Sfc. 

I mourn thro' the gay, gaad y day, 
As, hopeless, I mose on thy charms : 

Bat welcome the dream o* sweet slumber, 
For then I am lockt in thy arms — Jessy ! 
Here's a health, Spc. 

I guess by the dear angel smile, 

I guess by the love-rolling ee ; 
Bat why arge the tender confession 

'Gainst fortune's feil crueldecree — Jessy \ 
Here's a health, Spc. 



FÜLL WELL THOU KNOW'ST. 

Tu N E — Rothiemurchus. 

CHORUS. 

Fairest maid on Devon banks, 
Crystal Devon, winding Devon, 

Witt thou lay thatfrown aside, 
A nd smile as thou teere vcont to do^ 
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Füll well thoa know'st I love tbee dear, 
Couldst thoa to malioe lend an ear? 
O, did not love exclaim, " Forbear, 
Nor ose a faithfol lbver so ?" 
Faxrest maul, 4*c. 

Tben come, thoa fairest of the fair, 
Those wonted smiles, O, let me share ; 
And by thy beanteous seif I swear, 
No love bat tbine my heart sball know. 
Fairest maul, 4*c. 



THE BIRKS OF ABERFELDY, 

CHORUS. 

Bonnie lassie, will ye go, will ye go, will ye go, 
JBonnU lassie, will ye go to the Birks of Aberfeldy? 

Now simmer blinks on flowery braes, 
And o'er the orystal streamlet plays, 
Come let us spend the lightsome days 
In the Birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, äfc. 

While o'er their heads the hazels hing, 
The little birdies blithly sing, 
Or lightly flit on wanton wing 
In the Birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, Sfc. 

The braes ascend like lofty wa's, 
The foaming stream deep roaring fa's, 
O'er-hang wi' fragrant spreading shaws, 
The Birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, Sfc. 

The hoary cliffs are crown'd wi' flowers, 
White o'er the linns tbe burnie pours, 
And rising f weets wi' misty showers 
The Birks of AWfeVd^ 
Bonnie. lassie, tyc. 
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Let fortnne'a gifts af random flee, 
They ne'er shall draw a wish frae me, 
Sapremely blest wi' love and thee, 
In tbe Birks of Aberfeldy. 
Bonnie lassie, 8fc. 



STAY, MY CHARMER. 

. Tu NE — An Gille dubh ciar dhubh. 

Stay, my charmer, can you leave me? 

Crael, crael to deceive me ! 

Well yoa know how mach yoa grieve me ; 

Crael charmer, can yoa go ? 

Crael charmer, can yoa go ? 

By my love so ill reqaited ; 

By the faith yoa fondly plighted ; 

By tbe pang8 of lovers slighted ; 

Do not, do not leaTe me so ! 

Do not, do not leave me so ! 



THICKEST NIGHT. 

Tu NE — Strathallan's Lament. 

Thickest night, o'erbang my dwelling ! 

Howling tempests, o'er me rave ! 
Tnrbid torrents, wintry swelling, 

Still Surround my lonely caTe ! 

Crystal streamlets gently flowing, 
Basy haants of base mankind, 

Western breezes softly blowing, 
Suit not my distracted mind« 
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Id the cause of right eagagM, 
Wrongs injarioas to redress, 

Hoooar's war we strongly wag'd, 
Bot the heavens deny'd soccess. 

Rain*8 wheel has driven o'er us, 
Not a hope that dare attend ; 

The wide world is all before as — 
Bat a world withoat a friend ! 



THE YOUNG HIGHLAND ROVER. 

TVHE—Morag. 

Loud blaw the frostj breezes, 

The soaws the moantains cover ; 
Like winter on me seizes, 

Since my young Highland Rover 

Far wanders nations over. 
Where'er he go, where'er he stray, 

Maj Heaven be bis warden : 
Retarn him safe to fair Strathspey, 

And bonnie Castle-Gordon ! 

The trees now naked groaning, 
Shall soon wi' leaves be hinging, 

The birdies dowie moaning, 
Shall a' be blithly singing, 
And every flower be springing. 

Sae I'll rejoiee the lee-lang day, 
When by his mighty warden 

My yoath's retarn'd to fair Strathspey, 
And bonnie Castle-Gordon. 
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tAVING WINDS AROUND HER BLOWING. 

Tu NE— M' Gregor ofRuarcCs Lament. 

Raving winds aroand her blowing, 
Yellow leaves the woodlaods strowing, 
By a river hoaraely roaring, 
Isabella stray'd deploring. 
" Farewell, hoars that late did measure 
Sunahine days of joy and pleasure; 
Hail, tboa gloomy night of sorrow, 
Cheerless night that knows no inorrow ! 

" O'er the past too fondly wandering, 
On the hopeless fature pondering ; 
Chilly grief my life-blood freezes, 
Fell despair my fancy seizes. 
Life, thou soul of every blessing, 
Load to misery most distressing, 
O how gladly I'd resign thee, 
And to dark oblivion join thee! 1 



i» 



MUSING ON THE ROARING OCEAN. 

Tu NE — Druimion dubh. 

MusiNG on the roaring ocean 
Wh ich divides my love and me ; 

Wearying Heaven in warm devotion, 
For bis weal where'er he be. 

Hope and fear's alternate billow 

Yielding late to natnre's law ; 
Wliisp'ring spirits round my pillow 

Talk of bim that's far awa. 
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Ye whom sorrow nerer wouded, 
Te who never abed a tear, 

Care-nntroabled, joy-aarrooBded, 
Gaud j day to jaa is dear. 

Gebtle night, do tbon befriend me ; 

Down y sleep, the .cvrtain draw ; 
Spirits kind, agaio artend me, 

Talk of bim tbat's far awa ! 



BLITHE WAS SHE. 

TüNE — Andrew and his cuttie gun* 

CHORUS. 

Blithe, blühe and merry was ehe, 
Blithe was ske but and ben : 

Blithe by the banhs of Em, 
But blither in Glenturit glen. 

By Onchtertyre grows the aik, 

On Yarrow banks, the birken shaw ; 

Bat Phemie was a bonnier lass 
Than braes o* Yarrow ever saw. 
Blithe, $c. 

Her looks were like a flower in May, 
Her smile was like a simmer morn ; 

She tripped by the banks of Ern 
As ligbt's a bird lipon a thorn. 
Blühe, $c. 



^Ifer bonni 

'iE 



er bonnie face it was as meek 
ony lamb's npon a lee ; 
ening sun was ne'er sae sweet 
the blink o' Phemie's ee. 
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The Highland hüls I've wander'd wide, 
And o'er tbe Lowlands I bae been ; 

Bat Phemie was the blitbest lass 
That ever trod the dewj green. 
Blühe, $c 



A ROSE^BUD BY MY EARLY WALK. 

TüNE— The Shepherd's Wife. 

A ROSE-büd bj my early walk, 
Adown a corn-enclosed bawk, 
Sae gently bent its thorny stalk, 
AU on a dewy morning. 

Ere twice the shades o' dawn are fled, 
In a' its crimson glory spread, 
And drooping rieh the dewy head, 
It scents the early morning. 

Within the busb, her covert nest 
A little linnet fondly prest, 
The dew sat chilly on her breast 
Sae early in the morning. 

She soon shall see her tender brood, 
The pride, the pleasnre o' the wood, 
Amang the fresh green leaves bedew'd, 
Awake the early morning. 

So thoa, dear bird, yoang Jeany fair, 
On trembling string or yocal air, 
Shall sweetly pay the tender care 
That tents thy early morning. 

So thoa, sweet rose -b ad, yoang and gay, 
Shalt beanteoas blaze upon the day f 
And bless the parent's evening ray 
'That watch'd thy early morning« 




«" l "KU* 8M48e 
Tbe tytant de* * ü bre a«h, 

CH0B"8- 

Yegeck a Y^ ircat el. 
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I doubtna, lass, bat je maj think, 
Becanse je bae tbe name o' clink, 
T hat je can please me at a wink, 
Whene'er je like to trj. 
O Tibbie, I hae, $c. 

Bat sorrow tak him that's sae mean, 
Altho' his poach o' ooin were clean, 
Wha follows önj saacj qaean 
Tbat looks sae proud and high. 
O Tibbie, I hae, $c. 

Altho' a lad were e'er sae smart, 
If tbat be want the jellow dirt, 
Ye'll cast joar head aoither airt, 
And ans wer him fa' drj. 
O Tibbie, I hae, Spc. 

Bat if he bae tbe name o' gear, 
Ye'll fasten to him like a brier, 
Tho' bardlj he for sense or lear 
Be better than the kje. 
O Tibbie, I hae, $c. 

Bat, Tibbie, lass, tak mj advice, 
Your daddj's gear maks joa sae nice ; 
The deil a ane wad spier joar price, 
Were je as poor as I. 
O Tibbie, I hae, $c. 

Tbere lives a lass in jonder park, 
I woaldna gie her in her sark, 
For thee wi' a' thj thousand mark ; 
Ye needua look sae high. 
O Tibbie, I hae, $c. 
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THE DAY RETURNS, MY BOSOM BU 
Tu NE — Seventh of November. 

The day returns, my bosom borns, 

The blissfal day we twa did meet, 
Tho' winter wild in tempest toil'd, 

Ne'er summer-san was half sae sweet. 
Tban a' the pride that loads the tide, 

And orosses o'er the sultry line ; 
Tban kingly robes, than crowns and globes, 

Heaveu gave me more, it made thee mine 

While day and night can bring delight, 

Or nature aagbt of pleasare give ; 
While joys above my mind can move, 

For thee, and thee alone, I liye ! 
Wben that grira foe of life below 

Cornea in between to make us part ; 
Tbe iron hand that break s onr band, 

It breaks my bliss — it breaks my heart. 



THE LAZY MIST. 

Irish Air— Coohtn, 

The lazy mist hangs from the brow of the bill 
Concealing the conrse of the dark-winding rill 
How langnid the scenes, late so sprightly, app 
As antomn to winter resigns the pale year! 
The forests are leafless, the meadows are bro* 
And all the gay foppery of suromer is Down : 
Apart let me wander, apart let me mase, 
How quick time is flying, how keen fate parst 
How long I have liv'd, bat bow mach liv'd in 
How little oCWte 1 « &cm\\.^ ^«.wmay remain : 



. 
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/bat aspects, old Time, in his progress, has woro ; 
/bat ties, croel fate in my bosom has torn. 
[ow foolish, or worse, tili oor suminit is gain'd ! 
nd downward, bow weaken'd, how darken'd, how 

pain'd ! 
his life's not worth having with all it can give, 
or something beyond it poor man sare mnst live. 



O, WERE I ON PARNASSUS' HILL! 

Tune — My love is lost to tue, 

O, were I on Parnas8as' hill ! 
Or had of Helicon my fill ; 
That I might catch poetic skill, 

To sing how dear I love thee. 
But Nith mann be mj mnse's well, 
Mv ranse mann be thy bonnie sei ; 
On Corsincon 1*11 glowr and spell, 

And write how dear I love thee. 

Then corae, sweet muse, inspire my lay ! 
For a' tbe lee-lang simmer's day, 
1 coadna sing, I coudna say, 

How mach, bow dear I love thee. 
I see thee dancing oer the green, 
Thy waist sae jimp, tby limbs sae clean, 
Tby tempting looks, tby rognish een — 

By heaven and earth I love thee ! 

By night, by day, a-field, at harne, 
The thonghts o' thee my breast inflame j 
And aye I mnse and sing thy name, 

I only live to love thee. 
Tho' 1 were doom'd to wander on, 
Beyond the sea, beyond the san, 
Till my last weary sand was rnn ; 

Till then — and then l'd love thee. 
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I LOVE MY JEAN. 
Tone — Miss Adwural (xordotfs Stratkspey. 

Of a' the airts the wind can blaw, 

I dearly like the west, 
For there the boonie lasaie Urea, 

The lasaie I lo'e best : 
There wild woods grow, and rivers row, 

And mony a hill between ; 
Bot day and night my fancy's flight 

Is ever wi' my Jean. 

I aee her in the dewy flowers, 

I see her sweet and fair : 
I hear her in the tuuefu' birds, 

I hear her charm the air : 
There's not a boonie flower that spring« 

By foaotaio, shaw f or green ; 
There's not a bonnie bird that sings, 

Bat minds me o* my Jean. 



THE BRAES O' BALLOCHMYLE. 

TüNE — Miss Forbes's Fareweü to Bamf. 

The Catrine woods were yellow seen, 
' The flowers decay'd on Catrine lee, 
Nae lav'rock sang on hillock green, 

Bat natare sicken'd on the ee. 
Thro' faded groves Maria sang, 

Hersei in beaoty's bloora the whyle, 
And aye the wild-wood echoes rang, 

Fareweel the taaea tf I&ULochmyle. 
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Low in your wintry beds, ye flowers, 

Again ye'll flourish fresh and fair } 
Ye birdies dorab, in with'ring bowers, 

Again ye'll charm the vocal air. 
Bat here, alas ! for me nae mair 

Shall birdie charm, or floweret smile ; 
Fareweel the bonnie banks of Ayr, 

Fareweel, fareweel ! sweet Ballochmyle. 



WILLIE BREW'D A PECK O' MAUT. 

O, Willie brew'd a peck o* maot, 
And Rob and Allan came to see ; 

Three blitber hearts, that lee-lang night, 
Ye wadna find in Cbristendie. 

CHORUS. 

We arenafou, we're no thatfou, 

Butjust a drappie in our ee ; 
The cock may crom, the day may dam, 

And aye well taste the barley bree. 

Here are we met, three merry boys, 
Three merry boys I trow are we ; 

And mony a night we've merry been, 
And mony mae we hope to be ! 
We arenafou, Spc. 

It is the moon, I ken her hörn, 
That's blinkin in the lift sae hie ; 

She shines sae bright to wyle os harne, 
Bat by my sooth she'll wait a wee ! 
We arenafou, Spc. 

Wha first shall rise to gang awa, 
A cuckold, co ward loan is he ! 

Wba last beside bis chair shall fa', 
He is the king amang os three l 
We arenafou, fyc. 
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THE BLUE-EYED LASSIE. 
TüNE— The Blatkrie o't. 

I oaed a waefa' gate yestreen, 

A gate, I fear, 111 dearly rue ; 
I gat my death frae twa sweet een, 

Twa lovely een o' bonnie blae. 
Twas not her golden ringlet« brigbt, 

Her ups like roses wet wi' dew, 
Her heaying bosom lily-white ; — 

It was ber een sae bonnie blae. 

Sbe talk'd, she smil*d, my heart sbe wyl'd, 

Sbe charm'd my sonl I wistna how; 
And aye tbe stound, tbe deadly wound, 

Cam frae her een sae bonnie blae. 
Bat spare to 8 peak, and spare to speed ; 

She'll aiblins listen to my vow : 
Should sbe refuse, l'll lay my dead 

To her twa een sae bonnie blae. 



THE BANKS OF NITH. 

Tune — Robie Doima Gorach. 

The Thames flows proadly to the sea, 

Where royal cities stately stand ; 
Bat sweeter flows the Nith to me, 

Where Co mm ins ance had higb oommand : 
When shall I see that honoar'd Tand, 

That winding stream I love so dear ! 
Mast wayward fortane's adverse band 

For ever, ever keep me here ? 

How lovely, Nith, thy frnitful vales, 

Where spreading hawthorns gaily bloom , 

How sweeWy VuA V\^ %\o\>\v^d»les % 

Where \ambVvaa v« «aVsm^KwJ <tafc\*w«sk\ 
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TW wandering, now, must be my doom, 
Far from thy bonnie banks and braes, 

May there my latest hoars consarae, 
Amang Ihe friends of ea*ly days ! 



JOHN ANDERSON MY JO. 

John Anderson my jo, John, 

When we were first acqaeot, 
Yoar lock s were like the raven, 

Your bonnie brow was brent ; 
Bat now yoar brow is beld, John, 

Yoar locks are like the snaw ; 
Bat blessings on yoar frosty pow, 

John Anderson my jo. 

John Anderson my jo, John, 

We clamb the hill thegither j 
And mony a canty day, John, 

We've had wi' ane anither : 
Now we mann totter down, John, 

Bat band in band we'U go, 
And sleep thegither at the foot, 

John Anderson my jo. 



TAM GLEN. 

Tu NE — The Mucking o' Geordie's Byre. 

My heart is a breaking, dear Tittie, 
Some counsel onto me corae len', 

To anger them a' is a pity ; 

Bat what will I do wi' Tarn Glen? 

I'm thinking, wi* sie a braw fallow t 
In poortith I might mak a fen' ; 

What care I in riches to wallow, 
If I mann/ja marry Tarn G\ent 
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There's Lowrie ihe laird o' Drnmeller, 
" Guid-day to you, brate !" be comes ben: 

He brags and he blaws o' bis silier, 
Bat when will be dance like Tarn Gleo f 

My minnie does constantly deave me, 
And bids me beware o' yoong raen ; 

They flatter, she says, to deceire me ; 
Bot wha can think sae o' Tarn Glen? 

My daddie says, gin I'll forsake bim, 
He'll gie me guid ha oder marks ten : 

Bot, if it's ordain'd I mann take bim, 
O wha will I get bat Tarn Glen ? 

Yestreen at the Valentines' dealing, 
My heart to my moo gied a sten ; 

For thrice I drew ane withoat failing, 
And thrice it was written, Tarn Glen. 

The last Halloween I was waakin 
My droakit sark-s!eeve, as ye ken ; 

His likeness cam np the hoase staakin — 
And the very grey breeks o' Tarn Glen ! 

Come connsel, dear Tittie, don't tarry.; 

I'll gie yoa my bonnie black hen, 
Gif ye will advise me to marry 

The lad I lo'e dearly, Tarn Glen. 



O MEIKLE. 

Tu NE— My Tocher's the Jewel. 

O MEIKLE thinks my luve o' my beanty, 
And meikle thinks my luve o' my kin ; 

Bat little thinV.» m^ Von« I ken brawlie, 
My Tocber'a Itoe iei»«\Yk»» ^vxm% VstNänsu 
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It'a a' for tfae apple he'll Dourish the tree ; 
* It's a' for the hiney he'll cherish the bee ; 
My laddie's sae meikle in luve wi' the silier, 
He canna hae luve to spare for me. 

Yonr proffer o' luve's an airl-penny, 

My Tocher's the bargain ye wad bay ; 
Bat an ye he crafty, I am connin, 

Sae ye wi' anither yonr fortane maan try. 
Ye're like to the timmer o' yon rotten wood, 

Ye're like to the bark o* yon rotten tree, 
Ye'll slip frae me like a knotless thread, 

And ye'll crack yonr credit wi' mae nor me« 



GANE IS THE DAY. 

TnNE — Guidwife count the lawin. 

Gane is the day, and mirk's the night, 
Bat we'll ne'er stray for fante o' light, 
For ale and brandy's stars and moon, 
And bloid-red wine's the risin snn. 

CHORUS. 

Then guidwife count the lawin, the lawin, the lawin, 
Then guidwife count the lawin, and bring a coggie mair. 

There's wealth and ease for gentlemen, 
And semple-folk mann fecbt and fen', 
Bat here we're a' in ae accord, 
For ilka man that's drank's a lord. 
Then guidwife count, Sfx. 

My coggie is a haly pool, 
That heals the woands o' care and dool ; 
And pleasare is a wanton troat, 
An' ye drink it a' ye'll find him out. 
Then guidwife count, fyc» 
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WHAT CAN A YOUNG LASSIE DO WI' 
AN AULD MAN? 

Tone — What can a lassie do, 

What can a yoong lassie, what shall a joaog lassie, 
What can a yotmg lassie do wi' an aold man ? 

Bad lock on the penny tbat tempted mj minnie 
To seil her poor Jenny for silier an' lan' ! 
Bad lock on the penny, &c. 

He's always oompleenin frae mornin to e'enin, 
He bosts and he hirples the weary day lang : 

He's doylt and he's dozin, bis bluid it is frozen, 
O, dreary's the night wi' a crazy aold man ! 

He hnms and he hankers, he frets and he cankers, 
I never can please him do a* tbat I oan ; 

He's peevish and jealons of a' the yoang fellows : 
O, dool on the day I met wi' an aold man ! 

My aold aontie Ratie npon rae takes*pity, 
1*11 do my endeavoar to follow her plan ; 

l'II cross him, and rack him, nntil I beart-break him, 
And then bis aold brass will bny me a new pan. 



THE BONNIE WEE THING. 

Tone— The lads ofSaltcoats. 

Bon NIE wee thing, cannie wee thing, 
Lovely wee thing, wast thoo mine, 

I wad wear thee in my bosom, 
Lest my jewel I should tine. 

Wistfally I look and langoish 
In that bonnie face o' thine ; 

And my heart it stounds wi' angoisli, 
Lest my wee thing be na mine. 
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Wit, and grace, and love, and beauty, 

In ae constellation sbine ; 
To adore thee is my dutj, 

Goddess o' this soal o' mine ! 
Bon nie wee, &c. 



O, FOR ANE AND TWENTY, TAM ! 

Tu NE — The Moudiewort. 

CHORUS. 

An Ofor ane and txoenty, Tarn ! 

An hey, sweet ane and twenty, Tarn ! 
FU learn my hin a rattlin sang, 

An I sccw ane and ttcenty, Tom, 

They snool me sair, and band me down, 
And gar me lopk like blnntie, Tarn ! 

Bot three short years will soon wheel roun', 
And then comes ane and twenty, Tarn. 
An Ofor ane, Sfx, 

A gleib o' lau', a claut o* gear, 
Was left me by my aantie, Tarn ; 

At kith or kin I needna spier, 
An I saw ane and twenty, Tarn. 
An Ofor ane, fyc. 

They'll hae me wed a wealthy coof, 
Tho' I mysel' bae plenty, Tarn ; 

Bat hear'st thou, laddie, there's my loof, 
Vm tbine at ane and twenty, Tarn ! 
An Ofor ane, Sfx* 
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COUNTRY LASSIE. 

Tone — John, come kiss me now. 

In simmer when the hay was rnawn, 

And com wav'd green in ilka field, 
While claver blooms white o'er the lea, 

And roses blaw in ilka bield ; 
Blitbe Bessie in the milking sbiel, 

Says, Iil be wed, come o't wbat will ; 
Out spak a dame in wrinkled eild, 

O' gaid advisement comes nae ill. 

It's je bae wooers monj ane, 

And lassie, ye're bat yonng ye ken ; 
Theo wait a wee, and cannie wale 

A roathie batt, a ronthie ben : 
Tbere's Johnie o' tbe Buskie-glen, 

Fn' is bis barn, fu' is bis byre ; 
Tak this frae me, my bonnie ben, 

It's plenty beets the laver's fire. 

For Johnie o' the Buskie-glen 

I dinna care a Single flie ; 
He lo'es sae weel bis oraps and kye, 

He has nae luve to spare for me : 
Bat blithe's the blink o' Robie's ee, 

And weel I wat be lo'es me dear : 
Ae bliuk o' bim I wadna gie 

For Baskie-glen and a' his gear. 

O thoaghtle8s lassie, life's a fanght ; 

The canniest gate, the strife is sair ; 
Bat aye fu' han't is fechtin best, 

An hangry care' 8 an anco care : 
Bat some will spend, and some will spare, 

An' wilfu' folk mann hae tbeir will ; 
Syne as ye brew, my maiden fair, 

Keep mifid tbat ye maun fa\x&> ^da ^^* 
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O, gear will bay me rigs o* land, 

And gear will bay me sheep and kye \ 
Bat the tender heart o* leesome luve 

The gowd and silier canna buy : 
We may be poor — Robie aod I, 

Light is the bürden luve lays on ; 
Content and lnve brings peaoe and joy, 

What raair hae qneens npon a throne ? 



FAIR ELIZA. 

Tone — The bonnie brücket Lassie. 

TURN again, thoa fair Eliza, 

Ae kind blink before we part, 
Rew on thy despairing lover ! 

Canst thou break bis faithfu' heart? 
Tarn again, thoa fair Eliza ; 

If to love thj heart denies, 
For pitj hide the cruel sentence 

Under friendship's kind disgaise ! 

Tbee, dear raaid, hae I offended ? 

The offence is loving thee ; 
Canst thoa wreck his peace for ever, 

Wha for thine wad gladly die ? 
While the life beats in my bosom» 

Thoa 8 halt inix in ilka throe : 
Tarn again, thoa lovely maiden, 

Ae sweet smile on me bestow. 

Not the bee upon the blossom, 

In the pride o' sanny noon ; 
Not the little sporting fairy, 

All beneath the simmer moon ; 
Not the poet in the moment 

Fancy lightens in his ee, 
Kens tbe plea&ure, teeXa vVv« T*^tate, 

That tby ^xeaetvce £\e* \» \we. 
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O LUVE WILL VENTURE IN. 

Tu NE— The Posie. 

O luve, will venture in, where it daurna weel be seen, 

O luve will venture in, where wisdom ance has been; 

Bat I will down jon river rove, amang the wood sae 

And a' to pu* a posie to my ain dear May. [green, 

Tbe primrose I will pu', the firstling o* tbe year, 
And I will pu' the pink, the emblem o' my dear, 
For she's the pink o' womankind, and blooms withoat 
And a* to be a posie to my ain dear May. [a peer ; 

I'U pu' the b od ding rose, when Phoebus peeps in view, 
For it's like a baumy kiss o' her sweet bonnie mou ; 
The hyacinth's for constancy, wi' its unchanging blue, 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

The lily it is pure, and the Uly it is fair, 
And in her lovely bosom I'U place the lily there ; 
The daisy's for simplicity and unaffected air, 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

The hawthorn I will pa', wi' its loeks o' silier grey, 
Where, like an aged man, it Stands at break o' day, 
But the songster's nest within the bush I winna tak 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. [away ; 

The wood b ine I will pu' when the e'ening star is near. 
And the diamond drops o' dew shall be her een sae 

clear : 
The violets for modesty which weel she fa's to wear, 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

I'U tie the posie round wi' the silken band o' luve, 
And I'U place it in her breast, and 1*11 swear by a' 

above, 
That to my latest draught o' life the band shall ne'er 
remuve, 
And this will be a posie to my w& tavct^&.*v 
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THE BANKS O' DOON. 

Tunb — The Caledonian HutWs Delight. 

Ye banks and braes o' bonnie Dood, 

How ein je bloom sae fresh and fair ! 
How can je chant, je little birds, 

And I sae wearj, fa' o' care ! 
Thoa'lt break mj heart, thoa warbling bird, 

Tbat wantons thro* tbe flowering thorn : 
Thoa minds me o' departed jojs, 

Departed — never to retarn. 

Aft bae I rov'd bj bonnie Doon, 

To see tbe rose and woodbine twine ; 
And ilka bird sang o' its luve, , 

And fondlj sae did I o' mine. 
Wi' ligbtsome beart I pu'd a rose, ' 

Fu' sweet npon its thorny tree ; 
And mj fanse luver stole my rose, 

Bat ah ! he left the thorn wi' me. 



SIC A WIFE AS WILLIE HAD. 

Tu NE — Tibbie Fowler in the Glen. 

Willi e Wastle dwalt on Tweed, 
The spot thej ca'd it Linknmdoddie, 

Willie was a wabster goid, 

Cou'd stown a eine wi' onj bodie j 

He had a wife was donr and diu, 
O Tinkler Madgie was her mither ; 

Sic a tuife as WUUe Wd, 

J vxtdna gie a button Jot V*t% 
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She has an ee, she has but ane, 

The oat has twa the very colour j 
Five rusty teeth, forbye a stomp, 

A clapper tongue wad deave a milier ; 
A whiskin beard about her mou, 

Her nose and chin thej threaten ither ; 
Sic a wife, fyc. 

She's bow-hougb'd, she's hein shinn'd, 
Ae limpin leg a hand-breed shorter ; 

She's twisted right, she's twisted left, 
To balance fair in ilka quarter: 

She has a hump apon her breast, 
The twin o' that apon her shoather j 
Sic a wife, fyc. 

Aald baadrans bj the ingle sits, 
An' wi' her loof her face a-washin ; 

Bat Willie's wife is nae sae trig, 

She dights her grunzie wi' a hashion ; 

Her walie nieves like midden-creels, 
Her face wad fyle the Logan-water j 

Sic a wife as Willie had, 
l wadna gie a button for her. 



GLOOMY DECEMBER. 

Ance mair I»bail thee, thoa gloomy December! 

Ance mair I hail thee wi* sorrow and care ; 
Sad was the parting thoa makes me remember, 

Parting wi' Nancy, oh ! ne'er to meet mair. 
Fond lovers' parting is sweet painful pleasure, 

Hope beaming mild on the soft parting hoor ; 
Bat the dire feeling, Ofarewellfor ever, 

Is anguish anminglM and a^owj ^a$fe« 
vol. u. v«. 
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Wild as the winter now tearing tbe forest, 

Till tbe last leaf o' the sammer is flown, 
Such is the tempest has taken mj bosom, 

Sinoe my last hope and mj com fort is gone; 
Still as I bail thee, tboo gloomy December, 

Still shall I bail thee wi' sorrow and care ; 
For sad was the parting thou makes me remember, 

Partiog wi' Nancy, ob ! ne'er to meet mair. 



BEHOLD THE HOUR. 

TUN E — Oran-gaoil. 

Behold the boor, the boat arrive ; 

Thou goest, thoa darliog of my beart ! 
Sever'd from thee can I sorvive ? 

Bot fate has will'd, and we most part. 
1*11 often greet this snrging swell, 

Yon distant isle will often hail : 
" E'en here I took tbe last farewell ; 

There latest mark'd her vanish'd sali." 

Along the solitary shore, 

While flitting sea-fowl roand me cry, 
Across the rolling, dashing roar 

1*11 westward turn my wistfnl eye : 
Happy, thoa Indian grove, 1*11 say, 

Where now my Nancy's path may be ! 
While thro' thy sweets sbe loves to stray, 

O teil me, does she mase onjne ? 



SHE'S FAIR AND FAUSE. 

She's fair and faase that caases my smart, 

I lo'ed her meikle and lang : 
She's btokenWj 'vcra, &m? %>&*<&>«& my beart, 

And I may tfwa ^^« 
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A coof cam in wi' rowth o' gear, 
And I hae übt inj dearest dear, 
Bat woman is bat w arid 's gear, 
Sae let the bonnie lass gang« 

Wbae'er je be tbat woman love, 

To tbis be never blind. 
Nae ferlie 'tis tbo' fickle sbe prove, 

A woman bas't bj kind : 
O woman lovel j, woman fair ! 
An angel form's fann to tbj share, 
'Twad been o'er meikle to've gien tbee mair, 

I mean an angel inind. 



FLOW GENTLY, SWEET AFTON. 

Tüne— Afton Water. 

Flow gentlj, sweet Afton, among thj green braes, 
Flow gentlj, I'll sing tbee a song in thj praise ; 
M j Mary 's asleep bj thj raurmuring stream, 
Flow gentlj, sweet Afton, distorb not her dream. 

Tbou stock-dove whose echo resounds thro' the glen, 
Ye wild wbistling blackbirds in jon thornj den, 
Tbou green-crested lapwing, tbj screaming forbear, 
I charge joa distorb not mj slambering fair. 

How loftj, sweet Afton, thj neighbonring hüls, 
Far mark'd with the coarses of clear, winding rills ; 
Tbere dailj I wander as noon rises high, 
Mj flocks and mj Marj's sweet cot in mj eye. 

How pleasant thj banks and green vallejs below, 
Wbere wild in the woodlands the primroses blow ; 
There oft as mild ev'ning weeps over the lea, 
The sweet-scented birk shades my M.«^ vA \&«« 
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Thy crystal stream, Aflon, how lovelj it glides, 
And wiods by the cot wbere my Mary resides ; 
How w&nton thy waten her soowy feet lave, 
As gathering sweet flow'rets sbe stems thy clear vttrt 

Flow gently, sweet Aflon, among thy greeo brse*, 
Flow gently, sweet rWer, the theme of my lays ; 
My Mary's asleep by thy mnrmormg stream, 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, distarb not her dream. 



BONNIE BELL. 

The smiling spring comes in rejoicing, 

And snriy winter grimly flies : 
Now crystal clear are the falling waters, 

And bonnie blae are the sonny skies ; 
Fresh o'er the moontains breaks forth the morniog, 

The ev'ning gilds tbe ocean's swell ; 
All creatures joy in the sun's returning, 

And I rejoice in my bonnie Bell. 

The flowery spring leads sonny sammer, 

And yellow aatamn presses near, 
Then in bis turn comes gloomy winter, 

Till smiling spring again appear. 1 

Tb as seasons dancing, life adrancing, ' 

Old Time and Natnre their changes teil, l 

Bat never ranging, still nnohanging 

I adore my bonnie Bell. 



LOUIS, WHAT RECK I BY THEE? 

Tu NE — My mother's aye glowring o*er wte. 

Louis, wbat reck I by thee, 

Or Geordie on bis ocean ? 
Dy vor, beggar loons to me, 

I reign in Jet&WtVrowna. 
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Let her crown my love her law, 
And in her breast enthrone me : 

Kings and nations, swith awa ! 
Reif randies I disown je ! 



FOR THE SAKE OF SOMEBODY. 

Tu NE— The Highland Watch's Farewell. 

My heart is sair, I darena teil, 

My heart is sair for somebody ; 
I coald wake a wioter night 
For the sake o' somebody. 
Oh-hon ! for somebody ! 
Oh-hey ! for somebody ! 
I coald ränge the world aroand, 
For the sake o' somebody. 

Ye powers that smile on virtuous love, 

O, sweetly smile on somebody ! 
Frae ilka danger keep him free, 
And send me safe my somebody. 
Oh-hon ! for somebody ! 
Oh-hey ! for somebody 1 
I wad do — what wad I not ? 
For the sake o' somebody ! 



THE LOVELY LASS OF INVERNESS. 

The lovely lass o' Inverness, 

Nae joy nor pleasare can she see ; 
For e'en and morn she cries, alas ! 

And aye the saut tear blins her ee : 
Drumossie raoor, Dramossie day, 

A waefa' day it was to me ; 
For there I lost my father dear, 

My father dear, and btethw&NfcreA. 
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Their winding-sheet the blnidj clay, 

Their graves are growing green t© see ; 
And by them lies the dearest lad 

Tbat ever blest a woman's ee ! 
Now wae to thee, thoa cruel lord, 

A bluidy man I trow thoa be ; 
For mony a heart thoa hast made sair, 

That ne'er did wrang to thioe or thee. I 



O MAY, THY MORN. 

O May, thy morn was ne'er sae sweet, 

As the mirk night o' December ; 
For sparkling was the rosy wine, 

And private was the Chamber : 
And dear was she I darena name, 

Bat I will aye remember. 
And dear, §c. 

And here's to them, that, like oursel, 

Can pnsh aboat the joram ; 
And here's to them that wish ns weel, 

May a' tbat's gaid watch o'er them ; 
And here's to them we darena teil, > 

The dearest o' the qaorom. | 

And here's to, fyc. 



O, WAT YE WHA'S IN YON TOWN? 
TüNE — The bonnie lass in yon toten. 

O, wat ye wha's in yon town, 
Ye see the e'enin sun upon ? 

The fairest dame's in yon town, 
That e'enin sun » An&vd^ ou. 
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Now haply down yon gay green shaw, 
She wanders by yon spreading tree : 

How blest ye flow'rs that round her blaw, 
Ye catch the glances o' her ee ! 

How blest ye birds that round her sing, 
And welcome in the blooraing year, 

And donbly welcome be the spring, 
The season to my Lucy dear ! 

The sun blinks blithe on yon town, 

And on yon bonnie braes of Ayr ; 
Bot my delight in yon town, 

And dearest bliss, is Lucy fair. 

Witbout my love, not a' the charms 

O' Paradise coold yield me joj ; 
Bnt gie me Lncy in my arms, 

And welcome Lapland's dfeary sky. 

My cave wad be a lover's bower, 

TW raging winter rent the air ; 
And she a lovely little flower, 

That I wad tent and shelter there. 

sweet is she in yon town, 

Yon sinkin san's gane down opon ; 
A fairer tban's in yon town, e 
His setting beam ne'er shone upon. 

■"?'■' 
If angry fate is sworn my foe, 

And 8uffering I am doom'd to bear ; 

1 careless qoit anght eise below, 
Bat spare me, spare me Lucy dear. 

For while life's dearest blood is warm, 
Ae thought frae her sball ne'er depart, 

And she — as fairest is her form ! 
She has the ^n»e%l,VuAft%\.V«w\.% 
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A RED, RED ROSE. 

TüNE — Wishaufs Favourite. 

O, MY luve's like a red, red rose, 
That's newlj sprang in Jone : 

O, my luve's like the melodie 
That's sweetly play'd in tone. 

As fair art thon, my bonnie lass, 
So deep in luve am I : . 

And I will luve thee still, my dear, 
Till a* the seas gang dry. 

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear, 
And the rocks melt v/V the sun : 

I will luve thee still, my dear, 
While the sands o' life shall run. 

And fare thee weel, my only luve ! 

And fare thee weel a while ! 
And I will come again, my luve, 

Tho* it were ten thonsand mile. 



. A VISION. 

Tu NE — Cunmogb Psalms. 

As I stood by yon roofless tower, 

Where the wa'-flower scents the dewy air, 
Where the howlet monrns in her ivy bower, 

And teils the midnight moon her care ; 

The winds were laid, the air was still, 
The stars they shot alang the sky ; 

The fox was howling <m &« Vv\U, 
And the dist*nt-ec\io\u^ ?N«ä x«^v 
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The stream, adowo its hazelly patli, 

Was rnshing by the rain'd wa', 
Hasting to join the sweeping Nith, 

Wbase distant roarings swell and fa\ 

The caald blae north was Streaming forth 

Her lights, wi' hissing eerie din ; 
Atbort the lift tbey start and shift, 

Like fortnne's favonrs, tint as won. 

By heedless chance I turn'd mine eyes, 
And, by the moön-beam, shook to see 

A stern and stalwart gbaist arise, 
Attir'd as minstrels wont to be. 

Had I a statae been o* stane, 

His darin look had dannted me ; 
And on bis bonnet grav'd was piain 

The sacred posj — Iibertie ! 

And frae bis harp sie strains did flow, 

Might rous'd the slambering dead to hear ; 

Bnt ob, it was a tale of woe, 
As ever inet a Briton's ear ! 

He sang wi' joy his former day, 

He weeplng waü'd his latter tiraes ; 

Bnt what be said it was nae play, 
I winna ventore't in my rhymes. 



NAE GENTLE DAMES. 

Tu NE — The deuks dang o'er my daddy, 

Nae gentle dames, tho' e'er sae fair, 
Shall erer be my mnse's care ; 
Tbeir titles a' are emoty «.Ww \ 
Gie me my n\g\iY%n&\a&%\«, ^. 



\ 
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CHORUS. 

Within the glen sae bushy, O, 
Aboan the piain sae rushy, O, 
Isetme down toi* right good will, 
To sing my highland lassie, O. 

Oh, were jon hüls and Valleys mine, 
Yon palace and yon gardens fioe ! 
The world theo the love sbould koow 
I bear my highland lassie, O. 
Within the glen, 8fc. 

Bat fickle fortane frowns od me, 
And I mann cross the raging sea ; 
Bot while my crimson currents flow 
I'll love my highland lassie, O. 
Within the glen, S^c. 

Altbo' thro' foreign climes I ränge, 
I know her heart will never change, 
For her bosom barns with honoor's glow, 
My faithfal highland lassie, O. 
Within the glen, fyc. 

For her I'll dare the billow's roar, 
For her I'll dare the distant shore, 
That Indian wealth may lastre throw 
Aroand my highland lassie, O. 
Within the glen, tifc. 

She has my heart, she has my hand, 
By sacred trath and honoar's band ! 
Till the mortal stroke shall lay me low, 
I'm thine, my highland lassie, O. 

Fareweel the glen sae bushy, O ! 
Fareweel the piain sae rushy, O ! 
To other lands I novo must go, 
To sing nwj Highland \ass\e > O \ 
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OH, WERT THOU IN THE CAULD 

BLAST. 

TüNE — The lass of Livingstone. 

Oh, wert thou in tfae canld blast, 

On yonder lea, on yonder lea ; 
My plaidie to the angry airt, 

I'd s heiter thee, I'd shelter thee. 
Or did misfortune's bitter storms 

A round thee blaw, aroaod thee blaw, 
Thy bield shoald be my bosom, 

To share it a', to share it a\ 

Or were I in the wildest waste, 

Sae black and bare, sae black and bare, 
The desert were a paradise, 

If thon wert there, if tbou wert tbere. 
Or were I monarch o' the globe, 

Wi' thee to reign, wi' thee to reign, 
The brightest jewel in my crown, 

Wad be my qneen, wad be my queeo. 



JOCKEY'S TA'EN THE PARTING RISS. 

Jockey's ta'en the parting kiss, 

O'er the moantains he is gane ; 
And with him is a' my bliss, 

Noaght but griefs with me remain. 

Spare my luve, ye winds that blaw, 

Plashy sleets and beating rain ! 
Spare my luve, thon feathery snaw, 

Drifting o'er the frozen piain ! 

When the shades of evening creep 
O'er the day's fair, gl ad so me ee, 

Sound and safely may he sleep, 
Sweetly blithe bis waukening bei 
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He will think od her he lores, 
Fondly heMl repeat her name ; 

For where'er be distant roves, 
Jockey' s heart is still at harne. 



MY PEGGVS FACE. 

My Peggy's face, my Peggy'g form, 
The frost of hermit age night warm ; 
My Peggy's worth, ray Peggy's mutet, 
Might charm tbe first of human kind. 
I love my Peggy's angel air, 
Her face so troly heavenlj fair, 
Her Dative grace so void of art ; 
But I adore my Peggy's heart. 

The lily's hne, the rose's dye, 
The kindling iustre of an eye ; 
"Who hat owds fheir magic sway, 
Who bat knows they all decay ! 
The tender thrill, tbe pitying tear, 
The generoos pnrpose, nobly dear, 
The gentle look tbat rage disarms, 
These are all immortal charma. 



UP IN THE MORNING EARLY*. 

Up in the morning's no for me, 

Up in the morning earty ; 
When a the hüls are cover'd wi 9 tnaw, 

Tm sure ifs winter fairly. 

Cauld blaws the wind frae east to west, 

Tbe drift is driving sairly ; 
Sae loud and sbrill's I hear the blast, 

I*m sure iVa Vwlw Wrc\^j . 

* The cY\otvä\» o\&. 
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The birds sit chittering in tbe thorn, 

A' day they fare bat sparely ; 
And lang's the night frae e'en to mom, 

I'm sare it's winter fairly. 
Up in the morning, 4*c. 



I DREAM'D I LAY WHERE FLOWERS 
WERE SPRINGUNG*. 

I dream'd I lay where flowers were springing 

Gaily in the sonny beam ; 
List'ning to the wild birds singing, 

By a falling, crystal stream : 
Straigbt the sky grew black and daring ; 

Thro' the woods tbe whirlwinds rave ; 
Trees with aged arms were warring, 

O'er the swelling, dramlie wave. 

Such was my life's deceitfnl morning, 

Such the pleasares I enjoy'd ; 
Bat lang or noon, load tempests storming 

A' my flowery bliss destroy'd. 
Tho' fickle fortane has deceived me, 

She promis'd fair, and perform'd bnt ill ; 
Of mony a joy and hope bereav'd me, 

I bear a heart shall snpport me still. 



BEWARE O' BONNIE ANN t. 

Ye gallants brigbt, I red yoa right, 

Beware o' bonnie Ann ; 
Her comely face sae fa' o' grace, 

Your heart she will trepan. 

* These two stanzas I composed when I was seventeen, and 
are ainong the oldest of my printed pieces. 

Burns' Reli^tA*^****®-* 

t I composed tfais song out of com\\V»sK*- *» ^ä** ^^ 
Mastertun, the daughtcr of my «ttetvo. M\«sv 'Assävetw^ w~ 
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Her een me bright, like stars by night, 

Her skin is like the swan ; 
Sae jimpy lac'd her genty waist, 

That sweetly ye might Span. 

Yoath, grace, and loTe, attendmnt more, 

And pleasare leads the Tan ; 
In a' their charms, and conqneriog arms, 

Tbey wait on bonnie Ann. 
The captive bands maj ohain the band«, 

Bat love enslares the man ; 
Ye gallants braw, I red you a', 

Beware o* bonnie Ann. 



MY BONNIE MARY». 

60 fetch to me a pint o' wine, 

An' fill it in a silver tassie ; 
That I raay drink before I go, 

A service to my bonnie lasaie. 
The boat rocks at the pier o' Leith ; 

Fu* load the wind blaws frae the ferry ; 
The ship rides by the Berwick-law, 

And I mann leave my bonnie Mary. 

The trumpets sonnd, the banners fly, 

The glittering spears are ranked ready ; 
The sbouts o' war are heard afar, 

The battle closes thick and bloody ; 
Bat it's no the roar o* sea or sbore 

Wad mak me langer wish to tarry ; 
Nor shout o' war that's heard afar, 

It's leaying thee, my bonnie Mary. 

author of the air of Strathallan's Lament, and two or three 
others in this work. 

Burnt* Reliqves, p. 866. 

* This air is Oswald'« \ the firat half-stanza of the aong u 
old. 
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THERE'S A YOUTH IN THIS CITY». 

T ü NE — Neil Gow's Lament. 

There's a yoath in this citj, it were a great pity 

That he from oar lasses should wander awa ; 
For he's bonnie and braw, weel favoar'd witha', 

And his hair has a natural buckle and a\ ' 
His coat is the hue of his bonnet sae blue ; 

His feckett is white as the new-driven snaw ; 
His hose they are blae, and his shoon like the slae, 

And bis clear silier bnckles thej dazzle as a'. 
His coat is the bae, &c. 

For beauty and fortune the laddie's been coartin; 

Weel-featar'd, weel-tocher'd, weel-moanted and 
braw; 
Bat chiefly the silier, that gars him gang tili her, 

The penny's the jewel that beaaüfies a'. 
There's Meg wi' the mailen, that fain wad a haen him, 

And Susy whase daddy was Laird o' the ha' ; 
There's lang-tocher'd Nancy maist fetters his fancy, 

— Bat the lad die 's dear sei he lo'es dearest of a'. 



MY HEART'S IN THE HIGHLANDS *. 

My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not here ; 
My heart's in the Highlands a-chasing the deer ; 
Ghasing the wild deer, and following the roe, 
My heart's in the Highlands wherever I go. 
Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North, 
The birth-place of valoar, the country of worth ; 
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove, 
The hüls of the Highlands for ever I love. 

• This air is claim'd by Neil Gow, who calls it his lament 
for his brother. The first half-stanza of the song is oid. 

t Fecket, an under-waistcoat with s\et\e%. 

t Tbe ßnt half-stanza is old. Jf 
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Farewell to the mountains high cover'd with snowj 
Farewell to the straths and green Valleys helow; 
Farewell to tbe forest» and wild-hanging woods ; 
Farewell to the torrents and lood-pooring floods. 
My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not kere, 
My heart's in the Highlands a-chasing the deer: 
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe, 
My heart's in the Highlands, wherever I go. 



THE RANTIN DOG THE DADDIE OTT* 

O wha my hahie-clonts will bay ? 
Wha will tent me when I cry? 
Wha will kiss nie whare I lie ? 
The rantin dog tbe daddie o't.— 

Wba will own he did the faut ? 
Wha will bny my groanin-mant ? 
Wha will teil me bow to ca't ? 
Tbe rantin dog the daddie o't. — 

When I raount the creepie-chair, 
Wha will sit beside me there ? 
Gie me Rob, I seek nae mair, 
The rantin dog the daddie o't. — 

Wha will crack to me my lane ? 
Wha will mak me fidgin fain ? 
Wha will kiss me o'er again ? 
The rantin dog tbe daddie o't. — 

* I composed this song pretty early in life, and aent it t 
young girl, a very particular acquaintance of mine, who i 
at lhat time under a cloud. 

Burns* Iieliques, p. 276 
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I DO CONFESS THOU ART SAE FAIR». 

I DO confess thou art sae fair, 

I wad been o'er tbe lags in luve ; 
Had I not found the sligbtest prayer 

That Ups could speak, thy heart could muve. 

I do confess thee sweet*, bat find 
Thou art sae thriftless o' tby sweets, 

Thy favonrs are tbe silly wind 
That kisses ilka thing it meets. 

See yonder rose-bad rieh in dew, 

Amang its natire briers sae coy, 
How soon it tines its scent and hue 

Wben pa'd and worn a common toy ! 

Sic fate ere lang sball tbee betide, 
Tho' tboa may gaily bloom a while j 

Yet soon tboa sbalt be thrown aside, 
Like ony common weed and vile. 



YON WILD MOSSY MOUNTAINS. 

Yon wild mossy moantains sae jofty and wide, 
Tbat nnrse in their bosom tbe youth o' tbe Clyde, 
Where the groase lead their coveys tbro' the heather 

to feed, 
And the shepberd tentshis flock ashepipes onhis reed : 
Wbere the groase, &c. 

* This song is altered from a poem by Sir Robert Ayton, 
private secretary to Mary and Anne, queens of Scotland. The 
poem is to be fonnd in James Watson's Collection of Scots 
Poems, the earüest collection printed in Scotland.— I think 
that I have improved the simplicity of the sentiments, by 
giving them a Scots dress. 

Btcrtu* Rtliquei^.TSfi.. 

VOL. II, V. 
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Not Gowrie's rieh Valley, nor Fortb's sunny sbores, 
To me bae the charms o' yon wild, mossy moors ; 
For there, by a lanely, seqaester'd olear stream, 
Resides a sweet lassie, my tbougbt and my dream. 

Amang thae wild monntains sball still be my path, 
Ilk stream foaming down its ain green, narrow stritb ; 
For there, wi' my lassie, the day lang I rove, 
"While o'er qs unheeded, fly the swift faoars o' Iotc 

Sbe is not the fairest, altho' she is fair ; 
O* nice edneation bot sma' is her share ; 
Her parentage homble as fanmble can be ; 
Bot I lo'e the dear lassie beoanse she lo'es me. 

To beaoty what man bot mann yield bim a prize, 
In her armoor of glances, and Moshes, and sighs ? 
And when wit and refinement hae polish'd her darts, 
They dazzle oar een, as they fly to our hearts. 

Bat kindness, sweet kindness, in the fond sparkling ee, 
Has lastre oatshining the diamond to me ; 
And the heart-beating love, as I'm olasp'd in her ums, 
O, these are my lassie's all-conqnering charms ! 



WHA IS THAT AT MY BOWER DOOR? 

Wha is that at my bower door? 

O wha is it bot Findlay ; 
Tben gae yoar gate, ye'se nae be here ! 

Indeed mann I, qno' Findlay. 
What mak ye sae like a thief ? 

O come and see, qno' Findlay ; 
Before the morn ye'll work mischief ; 

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay. 

Gif I rise and let yon in ; 

Let me in, quo' Findlay ; 
Ye'll keep me waokin wi' yoor din ; 

Indeed will I, qno' Findlay. 



In luv bowcr i( je shnuld ataj ; 

Let me ataj, qno' Findlaj ; 
I feil jell bide Uli break 0' day , 

Indeed will I, quo' Findlaj. 
Here thie night if ye remain; 

1*11 remain, qno' Findlay J 
I dread ye'll learn the pale again ; 

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay. 
What maj paas witbin tbia bower- 

Let it paas, quo' Findlaj ; 
Ye mann conceal tili jonr laat boar 

Indeed will I, qno' Findlay. 



THO' CRUEL FATE. 
Tho' crnel fate shonld bid na pul, 

As Cur 's (be pole and line ; 
Her dear idea round nj beert 

Sbonld tenderl j entwine. 
Tbo' monntains frowu and deserts bowl, 

And ooeans ioai betweeo ; 
Yet, dearer than my deathles» sool, 

I still nonld love inj Jean, 



FARE THEE WEEL. 
AE fbnd tias, and tben we Mier ! 
Ae fareweel, alas, for.BTBr! 
Deep in beart-wrnog teara l'll pledge Ihee 
Warring sighs and gmans l'll wage ttaee. 



Me, nae ebeerfu' 
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1*11 ne'er blame my partial fancy, 
Naething ooold resist my Nancy ; 
Bot to see her, 'was to love her ; 
Love bat her, and love for ever. 
Had we never lov'd sae kindly, 
Had we never lov'd sae blindly, 
Never met — or never parted, 
We had ne'er been broken-hearted. 

Fare thee weel, thon first and fairest ! 
Fare thee weel, thon best and dearest ! 
Thine be ilka joy and treasnre, 
Peaoe, enjoyment, love and pleasnre. 
Ae fond kiss, and then we »ever j 
Ae fareweel, alas, for ever ! 
Deep in beart-wraog tears I pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans 1*11 wage thee. 



THE BONNIE BLINK (V MARY'S EE! 

Now bank an' brae are claith'd in green, 

An' scatter'd cowslips sweetly spring, 
By Girvan's fairy hannted stream 

The birdies flit on w an ton wing. 
To Cassinis' banks wben e'ening fa's, 

There wi' my Mary let me flee, 
There catch her ilka glance o' love, 

The bonnie blink o' Mary's ee ! 

The chield wha boasts o' warld's wealth, 

1s aften laird o' meikle care ; 
Bat Mary she is a' my ain, 

Ah, fortane canna gie me mair ! 
Then let me ränge by Cassinis' banks 

Wi' her the lassie dear to me, 
And catch her ilka glance o' love, 

The \>OTm\*\Av&V o' Mary's ee ! 
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THE BONNIE LAD THAT'S FAR AWA. 

O how can I be blithe and glad, 
Or how can I gang brisk and braw, 

Wben tbe bonnie lad that I lo'e best 
Is o'er tbe hüls and far awa ? 

It's no tbe frosty winter wind, 

Tt's no the driving drift and snaw ; 

Bot aye tbe tear comes in my ee, 
To tbink on bim that's far awa. 

My father pat me frae his door, 

My friends tbey hae disown'd me a\ 

Bat I hae ane will tak my part, 
Tbe bonnie lad that's far awa. 

A pair o' gloves he gae to me, 

And silken snoods * he gae me twa ; 

And I will wear them for bis sake, 
The bonnie lad that's far awa. 

The weary winter soon will pass, 

And spring will cleed the birken-shaw j 

And my sweet babie will be born, 
And he'll come harne that's far awa. 



OUT OVER THE FORTH. 

OüT over the Forth I look to tbe north, 

But what is tbe north and its Highlands to me ? 

Tbe sonth nor the east gie ease to my breast, 
Tbe far foreign land, or tbe wild rolling sea. 

Bat I look to tbe west, wben I gae to rest, 

That happy my dreams and my slambers may be ; 

For far in the west lives be I lo'e best, 
The lad that is dear to my babie and m». 

• Ribands for Unding tY\c Y&vr. 
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THE GOWDEN LOCKS OF ANNA. 
TüNE — Banks of Bamuu 

Yestreen I bad a pint o* wine, 

A place where body saw na' ; 
Yestreen lay on thia breast o' mine 

Tbe gowden locks of Anna. 
The hungry Jew in wilderness 

Rejoicing o'er bis manna, 
Was naetbing to my blnny bliss 

Upon tbe lips of Anna. 

Ye monarcbs, tak tbe east and west, 

Frae Indns to Savannah ! 
Gie me within my straining grasp 

The melting form of Anna. 
Tbere I'll despise imperial charms, 

An Empress or Saltana, 
White dying raptares in her arms 

I give and take with Anna ! 

Awa, thou flaonting god o' day ! 

Awa, thoa pale Diana ! 
Ilk star gae hide thy twinkling ray 

When I'm to meet my Anna. 
Come, in thy raven plamage, night, 

San, moon, and stars withdrawn a' ; 
And bring an angel pen to write 

My transports wi' my Anna ! 



THE DEILS AWA WF THE EXCISEMAN # . 

The Deil cam fiddling tbro' the town, 
And danc'd awa wi' tbe Exciseman ; 

And ilka wife cry'd, " Auld Mahoun, 
We wish yoa luck o' yoar prize, man. 

• At a meetins ot Yn»Ywo^«'fc*KteR»ftn in Damfries, Bar», 
beintr calVed upon tot a. ^wfc»>^^^^**L x «w*fc «tempore 
to the President, mitten ou x\*t ^ ^ *>*>«. 



SONGS. 151 

CHORUS. 

" Well mak our maut, and brew our drink, 
We'U dance, and sing, and rejoiee, man ; 

And mony thanks to the muckle block Deil 
Thai danc'd awa tot' the Exciseman. 

" Tbere's threesome reels, and foarsome reels, 
There's hornpipes and strathspeys, man ; 

But the ae best dance e'er cam to our lan', 
Was — the Deil's awa wi' the Exciseman. 
Well mak our maut, fycf 



i> 



BANKS OF DEVON, 

How pleasant the banks of the olear-winding Devon, 
W ith green-spreading bushes, and flowers blooming 
fair; 

But the bonniest flower on the banks of the Devon 
Was once a sweet bad on the braes of the Ayr. 

Mild be the snn on this sweet blnshing flower, 
In the gaj rosy morn as it bathes in the dew ! 

And gentle the fall of the soft vernal shower, 
That steals on the evening each leaf to renew. 

O, spare the dear blossom, je Orient breezes, 
With chill hoary wing as ye nsher the dawn ! 

And far be thoa distant, thou reptile that seizes 
The verdure and pride of the garden and lawn ! 

Let Bourbon exolt in bis gay gilded lilies, 

And England triamphant display her prood rose ; 

A fairer than either adorns the green Valleys 
Wbere Devon, sweet Devon, meandering flows» 
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Now nae langer sport and play, 
Mirth or sang can please me ; 

Lesley is sae fair and coy, 
Care and anguish setze me. 

Heavy, heavy is tbe task, 

Hopeless love declaring : 
Trembling, I dow nocht bat glowr, 

Sighing, dumb, despairing ! 
If she winna ease the tbraws 

In my bosom swelling j 
Underneath the grass-green sod 

Soon mann be my dwelling. 



FRAGMENT, 

in witherspoon's collection OF SCOTS SONGS. 

TUHE—Bughie Graham» 

" O GIN my love were yon red rose 
Tbat grows opon the Castle wa', 

And 1 mysel' a drap o' dew, 
Into her bonnie breast to fa' ! 

Oh, there beyond expression West, 
I'd feast on beauty a' the night; 

Seal'd on her silk-saft fanlds to rest, 
Till fley'd awa by Phoebus' light." 



* O were my love yon lilac fair, 
WY pnrple blossoms to the spring ; 

And I, a bird to shelter there, 
When wearied on my little wing : 

How I wad moarn, when it was torn 
By antamn wild, and winter rnde ! 

Bat I wad sing on wanton wing, 

When yoatbfo' May its bloom renew'd*. 

* These stanzas were &dde&\>? "tos*». 
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ADOWN WINDING NITH. 

TONE — The muckin o' Geordie's byre. 

ADOWN winding Nith I did wander, 

To mark the sweet flowers as they spring j 

Adown winding Nith I did wander, 
Of Phillis to mose and to sing. 

CHORUS. 

Awa tot* yowr beüef and yowr beauties, 

They never tot' her can compare : 
Whaever has met wi* my Phillis, 

Hos met wV the queen o' the fear, 

The daisy amns'd my fond fancy, 

So artless, so simple, so wild ; 
Thoo emblem, said I, o' my Phillis, 

For she is simplicity's child. 
Awa, See, 

The rose bad's the blash o' my cbarmer, 

Her sweet balmy lip when 'tis prest : 
How fair and how pore is the lily, 

Bat fairer and purer her breast 
Awa, Sfc. 

Yon knot of gay flowers in the arbour, 

They ne'er wi' my Phillis can vie : 
Her breath is the breath o' the woodbine, 

Its dew-drop o' diamond, her eye. 
Awa, 4*c 

Her voiee is the song of the morning 
That wakes throngh the green-spreading grove, 

When Phoebas peeps over the monntains, 
On mnsic, and pleasnre, and lo?e. 
Awa, <5fc. 
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But beauty how frail and how fleetiug, 
Tbe bloom of a fine summer's day! 

While worth in the mind o' my Phillis 
Will floarish withoat a decay. 
Avoa, 4*c 



COME, LET ME TAKE THEE. 
TVHEr-Cauld Kail. . 

Come, let me take thee to my breast, 

And pledge we ne'er sball sunder j 
And I sball spurn as vilest dust 

The warld's wealth and grandeor : 
And do I bear my Jeanie own 

That equal transports move her ? 
I ask for dearest life alone 

Tbat I may live to love her. 

Thns in my arms, wi' all thy charms, 

I clasp my coantless treasare ; 
I'll seek nae mair o' heaven to sbare, 

Than sie a moment's pleasnre : 
And by thy een, sae bonnie blue, 

I swear I'm thine for ever ! 
And on thy Ups I seal my vow, 

And break it shall I never. 



THOU HAST LEFT ME EVER, JAMIE. 

Tone — Fee htm, Father. 

Thou hast left me ever, Jamie, Thon hastleftme ever. 
Thon hast left me ever, Jamie, Thon hast left me ever. 
Aften hast thon vow'd that death only shonld as sever. 
Now thon' st left thy lass for aye — I mann see thee 
never, Jamie, 
I'll see thee never. 
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Thou hast ne forsaken, Jamie, Thon hast ine fonakei» 
Thoa hast me forsaken, Jamie, Thoo hast me forsaken. 
Thoa canst love anither jo, white my heart is breaking. 
Soon my weary een I'll close — Never mair to wakeo, 
Jamie, 
Ne'er mair to waken. 



WHERE AfLE THE JOYS. 

TUNE — Saw ye my Falker? 

Where are the joys I bave met in the morning, 
That danc'd to the lark's early song 1 ? 

Where is the peace that awaited my wand' ring, 
At evening the wild woods among? 

No more a-winding the coarse of jon river, 
And marking sweet flow'rets so fair : 

No more I trace the light footsteps of pleasare, 
Bat sorrow and sad sighing care. 

Is it that summer's forsaken oar Valleys, 

And grim, surly winter is near ? 
No, no, the bees humming ronnd the gay roses, 

Proclaim it the pride of tbe year. 

Fain would I hide what I fear to discover, 
Yet long, long too well ha?e I known : 

All that has caus'd this wreck in my bosom, 
Is Jenny, fair Jenny alone. 

Time cannot aid me, my griefs are immortal, 

Nor hope dare a com fort bestow : 
Come then, enamoar'd and fond of my anguisb, 

Enjoyment I'll seek in my woe. 
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1 O SAW YE MY DEAK. 

Tu NE — When she com ben she bobbit. 

O SAW ye my dear, my Phely? 
O saw ye my dear, my Phely ? 
She's down i' tbe grove, she's wi' a new love, 
She winna come harne to her Willy. 

What says she, my dearest, my Phely ? 
What says she, my dearest, my Phely ? 
She lets thee to wit that she has thee forgot, 
And for ever disowns thee her Willy. 

O faad I ne'er seen thee, my Phely ! 
O had I ne'er seen thee, my Phely ! 
As light as the air, and fanse as thon's fair, 
Thoo'st broken the beart o' thy Willy. 



LET NOT WOMAN E'ER COMPLAIN. 

Tüne — Duncan Gray. 

Let not woman e'er complain 

Of inconstancy in love ; 
Let not woman e'er complain, 

Fickle man is apt to rove : 

Look abroad thron gh Natare's ränge, 
Natare's mighty law is change ; 
Ladies, would it not be stränge, 
Man shoold then a monster prove ? 

Mark the winds, and mark the skies ; 

Oceap's ebb, and ocean's flow : 
San and moon bat set to rise, 

Round and round tbe seasou* %o. 
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Why then ask of sillj man, 
To oppose great Nature's plan ? 
We'U be oonstant while we can — 
Yoa can be no more, you know. 



MY CHLORIS. 
TüNE—My Lodging is ou the cold gnmmL 

My Chloris, mark bow green the großes, 

Tbe primrose banks how fair : 
The balmy gales awake the flowers, 

And wave tbj (laxen faair. 

The lav'rock shnns the palace gaj, 

And o'er the cottage sings : 
For nature smiles as sweet, I ween, 

To shepherds as to kings. 

Let minstrels sweep the skilfa' string 

In lordly lighted ha' : 
Tbe shepherd stops his simple reed, 

Blithe, in the birken shaw. 

The princely revel may snrvey 

Oor rnstic dance wi' scorn ; 
Bat are their faearts as light as oors 

Beneath the milk-white thorn ? 

The shepherd, in the flowery glen, 
In shepherd's phrase will woo : 

The courtier teils a finer tale, 
Bat is his heart as troe ? 

These wild-wood flowers I've pu'd, to deck 

That spotless breast o' thine : 
The conrtiers' gems may witness love — 
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CH ARMING MONTH OF MAY ♦. 

It was the cbarming month of May, 
"When all the flow'rs were fresh and gay, 
One morning, by the break of day, 
The yonthfol, cbarming Chloe ; 

From peacefal sl amber sbe arose, 
Girt on her mantle and her hose, 
And o'er the flow'ry mead sbe goes, 
Tbe yonthfal, cbarming Chloe. 

CHORUS. 

Lovely was she by the davon, 

Youthful Chloe, charming Chloe, 

Tripping o*er thepearly lawn, 
The youthful, charming Chloe, 

The fealher'd people yon raight see 
Perch'd all aroand on every tree, 
In notes of sweetest melody 
They bau the cbarming Chloe ; 

Till, painting gay tbe eastern «kies, 
Tbe glorions snn began to rise, 
Oot-rivall'd by the radient eyes 
Of yonthfnl, charming Chloe. 
Lovely was she, Sfc. 

• Altered from an old English Song. 
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O PHIXLY. 

Tüne— The Sow's Tau. 

HE. 
O Phtlly, bappy be that day 
When, roving through the gatber'd hay, 
My yoathfn' beart was stown away, 
$ And by thy charms, my Pbilly. 

SHE. 

O Willy, aye I bless tbe grove 
Where first I own'd my maiden love, 
Whilst thoa didst pledge the Powers above 
To be my ain dear Willy. 

HE. 

As songsters of the early year 
Are ilka day mair sweet to hear, 
So ilka day to me mair dear 
And charming is my Pbilly. 

SHE. 

As on the brier the badding rose 
Still rieber breathes and fairer blows, 
So in my tender bosom grows 
The love I bear my Willy. 

HE. 

The milder snn and bluer sky, 
That crown my harvest cares wi* joy> 
Were ne'er sae welcome to my eye 
As is a sight o' Pbilly. 

SHE. 

The little swallow's wanton wing, 
Tbo' wafting o'er the flowery spring, 
Did ne'eT lo "me %\c >C\&\tv^\j>xycl^ v 
As mee\in% o* m^ N$ '^ . 
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HE. 

Tbe bee that thro* the sanny hour 
Sips nectar in the opening flower, 
Corapar'd wi' my delight is poor, 
lipon the lips o' Philly. 

SHE. 

The woodbine in the dewy weet 
When evening shades in silence meet, 
Is nocht sae fragrant or sae sweet 
As is a kiss o' Willy. 

HE. 

Let fortune's wheel at random rin, 
And fools may tyne, and knaves may v/ln ; 
My thoughts are a' boond np in ane, 
And that'g my ain dear Philly. 

SH£. 

What's a' the joys that gowd can gie ! 
1 carena wealth a single die ; 
The lad I love's the lad for nie, 
And that's my ain dear Willy. 



CANST THOU LEAVE ME THUS. 

Tüne— Roy f s Wife. 
CHORUS. 

Can st thou leave me thus, my Katy ? 
Canst thou leave me thus, my Katy ? 
Well thou know'st my aching heart, 
And canst thou leave me thus for püy? 

Is this thy plighted, fond regard, 
Tb as craelly to part, my Katy? 

Is this thy faithfnl swain's reward — 
An aching, broken heart, my Katy ? 
Canst thou, fyc. 

VOL. II. M 
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Farewell ! and ne'er such sorrows tear 
That fickle heart of thine, my Katy ! 

Thoa may'st find those will love thee dear— 
Bat not a love like mine, mj Katy. 
Canst thou, fyc. 



CAN I CEASE TO CARE? 
TONE— Aye Wakin O. 

CHORUS. 

Long, long the night, 

Heavy comes the morrow, 

White my souCs delight 
Is on her bed of sorrow. 

Can I cease to care? 

Can I cease to laognisb, 
While my darling fair 

Is on the cooch of angnisb ? 
Long, Sfc. 

Erery faope is fled, 

Every fear is terror ; 
Slnmber even I dread, 

Every dream is horror. 
Long, fyc. 

Hear me, Pow'rs divine ! 

Oh, in pity hear me ! 
Take anght eise of mitte, 

Bat my Chloris spare me ! 
Long, Sfc. 



\ 



80NGS. 163 

XTEMPORE IN THE COURT OF SESSION. 

Tune — Gillkrankie. 

LORD A — TE. 

He clench'd his pamphlets in bis fist, ' 

He qaoted and he hinted, 
Till in a declamation-mist, 

His argnment he tint it : 
He gaped for't, he graped fort, 

He fand it was awa, man ; 
Bot what bis common sense came short, 

He eked oot wi' law, man. 

MR. ER — NE. 

Colleoted Harry stood awee, 

Then open'd ont his arm, man ; 
His lordship sat wi' ruefn' ee, 

And ey'd the gathering storm, man : 
Like wind-driv'n hail it did assail, 

Or torrents owre a lin, man ; 
The Bench sae wise lift up their eyes, 

Half-wauken'd wi' the din, man. 



JOHN BARLEYCORN». 

% ttallatt. 

There was three kings into the east, 
Three kings both great and high, 

An' they hae sworn a solemn oath 
Jobn Barleycorn should die. 

• This is partly composed on the plan of an old song known 
by the same name. 
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Thej took a ploagh and ploagb'd him dowa, 

Pat clods npon bis bead, 
And they hae sworn a solemn oath 

John Barlejcorn was deacU 

Bat the cbeerfal spring came kindly oo, 

And show'rs began to fall ; 
John Barlejcorn got up again, 

And sore snrpris'd them all. 

The sultry snns of snmmer came, 
And he grew thick and strong, 

His head weel arm'd wi' pointed spears, 
That no one shoald him wrong. 

The sober aotnmn enter'd mild, 
When he grew wan and pale ; 

His bending joints and drooping head, 
Show'd he began to fail. 

His coloor sicken'd more and more, 

He faded into age ; 
And theo his enemies began 

To shew their deadlj rage. 

Tbey've ta'en a weapon, long and sharp, 

And cot him bj the knee ; 
Then tied him fast npon a cart, 

Like a rogne for forgerie. 

Thej laid him down npon his back, 

And cadgel'd him fall sore ; 
They hang him ap before the storm, 

And tarn'd him o'er and o'er. 

Thej filled ap a darksome pit 

With water to the brim, 
Tbey heaved in John Barlejcorn, 

Thete \eA.\*ua ivcfe. «t vwvku 
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Tbey laid him out lipon the floor, 

To work him farther woe, 
And still, as signs oflife appear'd, 

Tbey toss'd him to and fro. 

Tbey wasted, o'er a scorching flame, 

Tue marrow of bis bonos ; 
But a milier us'd him worst of all, 

For he crush'd him between two stones. 

And they hae ta'en his very heart's blood, 

And drank it round and round ; 
And still the more and more they drank, 

Their joy did more abound. 

John Barleycorn was a hero bold, 

Of noble enterprise, 
For if you do but taste his blood, 

'Twill make your courage rise. 

'Twill make a man forget his woe ; 

'Twill heighten all his joy : 
'Twill make the widow's heart to sing, 

Tho' the tear were in her eye. 

Then let us toast John Barleycorn, 

Each man a glass in band ; 
And may his great posterity 

Ne'er fall in old Scotland ! 



A FRAGMENT. 

To N E — GilUcrankie. 

When Guilford good our pilot stood, 
And did our heim thraw, man, 

Ae night, at tea, began a plea 
Within A merica, man : 
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Then up they gat the maskin-pat, 
And in the sea did jaw, man ; 

An* did nae less, in fall oongress, 
Than qnite refose onr law, man. 

Then thro' the lakes Montgotnery takes, 

I wat he wasna slaw, man ; 
Down Lowrie'* burn he took a turn, 

And Carleton did ca', man : 
Bat yet, what-reck, he, at Quebec, 

Montgomery-like did fa', man, 
Wi' sword in hand, before bis band, 

Amang his en'mies a\ man. 

Poor Tammy Gage, within a oage 

Was kept at Boston ha, man ; 
Till Willie Howe took o'er the knowe 

For Philadelphia, man : 
Wi' sword an' gan he thonght a sin 

Goid Christian blood to draw, man ; 
Bot at New-York, wi' knife an* fork, 

Sir-loin he hacked sma', man. 

Burgoyne gaed up, like spur an' whip, 

Till Fräser brave did fa', man ; 
Theo lost his way, ae misty day, 

In Saratoga shaw, man. 
Cornwallis fooght as lang's he donght, 

An* did the bnckskins claw, man ; 
But Clinton' a glaive frae rast to save, 

He hang it to the wa, man. 

Then Montague, an' Ouilford too, 

Began to fear a fa', man ; 
And Sacleville doure, wha stood the stoure, 

The Gerraan chief to thraw, man : 
For Paddy Burke, like ony Turk, 

Nae mercy had at a\ man ; 
An' Charlie Fox threw by the box, 

An' \ovi% öi Yä% \\t^«t \vw , \o%a. 
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Theo Roclingham took np the game ; 

Till death did on him ca', man ; 
Wben Shelbume meek held np his cheek, 

Conform to gospel law, man ; 
St. Stephen's boys, wi* jarring noise, 

They did his measnres thraw, man ; 
For North and Fox united Stocks, 

An' bore him to the wa', man. 

Then olnbs and hearts were Charlie 1 » carte», 

He swept the stakes awa', man, 
Till the diamond's ace, of Indian race, 

Led him a sair faux pas, man: 
The Saxon lads, wi' loud placads, 

On Chatham's boy did ca', man ; 
An' Scotland drew her pipe, an' blew, 

* Up, Willie, waur them a', man !' 

Behind the throne then GrenvilWs gone, 

A secret word or twa, man ; 
While slee Dundas arons'd the class 

Be-north the Roman wa', man : 
. An' Chatham's wraith, in hearenly graith, 

(Inspired bardies saw, man) 
Wi' kindling eyes cry'd, • Willie, rise! 

Would I hae fear'd them a', man ?' 

Bnt, word an' blow, North, Fox, and Co. 

Gowff 'd Willie like a bä', man 
Till Suthron raise, and coost their olaise 

Behind him in a rmw, man *, 
An' Caledon threw by the drone, 

An' did her whittle draw, man ; 
An' swoor fa' rnde, thro' dirt and blood, 

To make it guid in law, man. 



168 BURKS' POEMS. 



SONG. 

TONE — Com rigs are bonnie. 

It was upon a Lammas night, 

When com rigs are bonnie, 
Beneath tbe moon's uncloaded light, 

I held awa to Annie : 
The time flew bj wi' tentless heed, 

Till, 'tween the late and earlj, 
Wi' sma' persoasion she agreed, 

To see me thro' the barlej. 

The skj was blae, the wind was still, 

The moon was shining olearlj ; 
I set her down, wi* right good will, 

Amang the rigs o' barlej : 
I ken'd her heart was a' mj ain ; 

I lov'd her most sincerel j ; 
I kiss'd her owre and owre again 

Amang the rigs o' barlej. 

I lock'd her in my fond embrace ; 

Her heart was beating rarel j ; 
Mj blessings on that happj place, 

Amang the rigs o' barlej ! 
Bat bj the moon and stars so bright, 

That shone that hoor so olearly ! 
She aje shall bliss that happy night 

Amang the rigs o' barlej. 

I hae been bljthe wi* eomrades dear ; 

I hae been merrj drinkin ; 
I hae been jojfu' gath'ring gear ; 

I hae been happj tbinkin : 
Bat a' the pleasnres e'er I saw, 

Tho' three times doubled fairi y, 
That happj night was worth them a*, 

Amai\% W\e tv^% o' VmjkU^. 
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CHORUS. 



com rigs, an* barley rigs, 
An* com rigs are botmie : 

Vll ne'erforget that happy night, 
Amang the rigs w? Annie, 



SONG. 

COMPOSED IN AUGUST. 
Tone — / had a Korse, I had nae »wir. 

Now westlin winds, and slaught'ring gans 

Bring autamn's pleasant weather ; 
The moorcock Springs» on whirring wings, 

Amang the hlooming heather : 
Now waving grain, wide o'er the piain, 

Delights the weary farmer ; 
And the moon shines bright, when I rove at night 

To rause npon my charmer. 

The partridge lo?es the froitfnl felis ; 

The plover loves the moantains ; 
The woodcock hannts the lonelj dells ; 

The soaring hern the fountains : 
Thro' lofty groves the oushat roves, 

The path of man to shun it ; 
The hazel bush o'erhangs the throsh, 

The spreading thorn the linnet 

Thns ev'rj kind their pleasnre find, 

The savage and the tender ; 
Some social join, and leagnes combine ; 

Some solitary wander : 
Avannt, away! the crnel sway, 

Tyrannic man's dominion ; 
The gportsman's joy, the mnrd'ring cry» 

The ßntt'ring, gory pinion\ 
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Bat Peggtf dear, the ev'ning's clear, 

Thick flies the skimming swallow ; 
The sky is blue, the fields in view, 

All fading-green and yellow : 
Come let ns stray our gladaome way, 

And view the charms of natore ; 
The rostling coro, the fraited thorn, 

And every happy creatare. 

We'll gently walk, and sweetly talk, 

Till the silent moon shine clearly ; 
I'll grasp thy waist, and, fondly prest, 

Swear how I love thee dearly : 
Not vernal show'rs to badding flow'rs, 

Not aataran to the farmer, 
So dear can be as thou to me, 

My fair, my lovely charmer ! 



SONG. 
Tüne— My Nannie, O. 

Behind yon hüls where La gar* flows, 
'Mang moors and mosses many, O, 

The wintry san the day has clos'd, 
And I'll awa to Nannie, O. 

The w est] in wind blaws loud an' shill ; 

The night'« baith mirk and rainy, O ; 
Bat I'll get my plaid, an* out I'll steal, ' 

And owre the hill to Nannie, O. 

My Nannie's charming, sweet, an 1 yoang , 
Nae artfu' wiles to win ye, O : 

May ill befa' the flattering tongae 
That wad beguile my Nannie, O. 
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Her face is fair, her heart is true, 

As spotless as she's bonnie, O : 
The op'ning gowan, wet wi' dew, 

Nae purer is than Nannie, O. 

A country lad is my degree, 

An* few there be tbat ken me, O ; 

Bat what oare I bow few they be, 
I'm welcome aye to Nannie, O. 

My ricbes a's my penny-fee, 

An' I mann gaide it cannie, O ; 
Bat warl's gear ne'er tronbles me, 

My thonghts are a' my Nannie, O. 

Onr auld Goidman delights to view 
His sbeep an' kye thrive bonnie, O ; 

Bat I'm as blythe tbat hands his pleugb, 
An' has nae care bat Nannie, O. 

Come weel, come woe, I carena by, 
I'U tak what Heav'n will send me, O ; 

Nae ither care in life have I, 
Bot live, an' love my Nannie, O. 



GREEN GROW THE RASHES. 

A FRAGMENT. 
CHORUS. 

Green grow the rashes, O ! 

Green grow the rashes, O ! 
The sweetest hours that e'er I spent, 

Were spent amang the lasset, O ! 

There's nought bat care on ey'ry han', 
In ev'ry hoar that passes, O ; 

What si ginfies the life o' man, 
An' 'twerena for the lasses, O. 

Green grow y <Sfc, 
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The warly race may riches chaae. 

An' riches still may fly them, O ; 
An' tho' at last they catch them fast, 

Their hearts can ne'er enjoy them, O. 

Green grow, 6}c. 

Bot gie me a cannie hour at e'en, 
My arms ahout my dearie, O ; 

An' warly cares, an' warly men, 
May a* gae tapsalteerie, O ! 

Green grow, S[c. 

For yoa sae doose, ye sneer at this, 
Ye're nonght hnt senseless aase», O : 

The wisest man the warl' e'er aaw, 
He dearly lov'd the lasses, O. 

Green gram, ^c. 

Anld Natnre swears, the lovely dears 
Her noblest work she classes, O : 

Her 'prentice han' she tried on man, 
An* theo she made the lasses, O. 

Green grow, 4*c. 



SONG. 

Tu NE — Jockey* s Greg Breeks. 

Again rejoicing nature sees 

Her robe assume its vernal hnes, 

Her leafy locks wave in the breeze, 
AH fre&nYy %te%\> V\Tvxfc«txäÄ^dewa. 
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CHORUS *. 

And tnaun I still on Menie t doat, 
And bear the scorn t hat's in her ee ? 

For it'sjet,jet block, an* it's lue a hawh, 
An it tcinna let a boäy be ! 

In vain to me the cowslips blaw, 

In vain to me the rilets spring ; 
In vain to me, in glen or shaw, 

The mavis and the lintwhite sing. 

And mann I still, Sfc, 

The merry plongbboy oheers the team, 
Wi' joj the teotie seedsman stalks, 

Bot life to me's a wearj dream; 
A dream of ane that never wanks. 

And mann I still, Sfc. 

The wanton coot the water skims, 
Amang the leaves the docklings cry, 

The stately swan majestio swims, 
And every thing is blest bnt I. 

And tnaun I still, $c. 

The sbeep-herd steeks his faulding slap, 
And owre the moorland whistles shill, 

Wi' wild, unequal, wand'ring step 
I meet bim on the dewy hill. 

And mann I still, Sfc. 

And when the lark, 'tween light and dark, 
Blythe waukens by the daisy's aide, 

And moonts and sings on flittering wings, 
A woe-worn ghaist I hameward glide. 
And tnaun I stiU, Sfc. 

• This chorns is part of a song compoaed by a gentleman 
n Edinburgh, a particular friend of the author's. 
t Menie is the common abbrevi&tion ©t MwriMMM. 
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Come, Winter, with thine angry howl, 
And raging bend the naked tree ; 

Thy gloom will soothe m j cheerless sool, 
When nature all is sad like me ! 

CHORUS. 

And mann I still on Menie doat, 
And bear the scom thaVs in her ee ? 

For Wsjetjet block, an' Ü's Uke a fanrifc, 
An it wuma let a body be *. 



SONG. 

Tone— Roslin Castle. 

The gloomy night is gath'ring fast, 
Load roars the wild inconstant blast ; 
Yon mnrky cloud is foul with rain, 
I see it driving o'er the piain : 
The hanter now has left the moor, 
The scatter'd coveys meet secnre, 
"White here I wander, prest with care, 
Along the lonely banks of Ayr. 

The Autumn monrns her rip'ning coro 
By early Wintert ravage torn ; 
Across her placid, aznre sky, 
She sees the soowling tempest fly : 
Chili rnns my blood to hear it rave, 
I think upon the stormy wave, 
Where many a danger I mnst dare, 
Far firom the bonnie banks of Ayr. 

• We cannot presume to alter any of the poems of our 1 
and more especially those printed under hia own direct 
yet it is to be regretted that this chorus, which is not o 
own compoeition, should be attached to these fine stanu 
it perpetually internst» the train of sentiment which 
excite. Cwrie. 
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'Tis not the surging billow's roar, 
'Tis not that fatal, deadly shore ; 
Tho' death in ev'ry sbape appear, 
The wretched have no more to fear : 
Bot round my heart the ties are boond, 
That heart transpierc'd with many a woand ; 
These bleed afresh, those ties I tear, 
To leave the bonnie banks of Ayr, 

Farewell, old CoUafs hüls and dales, 
Her heathy moors and winding vales ; 
The scenes where wretched fanoy roves, 
Parsoing past, nnhappy loves ! 
Farewell, my friends ! Farewell, my foes ! 
My peace with these, my love with those— 
The bnrsting tears my heart declare, 
Farewell the bonnie banks of Ayr ! 



SONG. 

TONE — Gilderoy. 

From thee, Eliza, I must go, 

And from my native shore ; 
The oroel fates between us throw 

A bonndless ocean's roar : 
Bat bonndless oceans, roaring wide, 

Between my love and me, 
They never, never oan divide 

My heart and sonl from thee. 

Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear, 

The maid that I adore ! 
A boding voice is in mine ear, 

We part to meet no more ; 
Bat the last throb that heaves my heart, 

While death Stands victor by, 
That throb, Eliza, is thy part, 

Aad tbine that latesl ai^V 



170 BURNs' POEMS. 

THE FAREWELL 

TO THE BRETHREN OF ST. JAMES's LODGE, TARBOLTOl. 
TüNE— Guid night, andjoy be wV you «'/ 

Adieu ! a beart-warni fond adiea ! 

Dear brothers of the mt/stic He! 
Ye fayoor'd, ye enUghten'd few, 

Companions of my social joj ! 
Tbo' I to foreign lands most hie, 

Parsoing Fortane's slidd'ry ba\ 
With melting heart and brimfnl eye, 

I'll mind yoo still, tho' far awa. 

Oft have I met yoar social band, 

And spent the cheerful, festive night ; 
Oft, honour'd with sapreme command, 

Presided o'er the sons oflight: 
And by that hieroglyphic bright, 

Which none bot craftsmen ever saw ! 
Strong mem'ry on my heart shall write 

Those happy scenes when far awa. 

May freedom, harmony, and love, 

Ünite yon in the grand design, 
Beneath th' omniscient eye above, 

The glorions architect dirine ! 
That you may keep th' unerring litte f 

Still rising by the plummefs law, 
Till order bright completely shine, 

Shall be my praj'r when far awa« 

And youy farewell ! whose merits claim, 

Justly, tbat highest badge to wear ! 
Heav'n bless yoar honour'd, noble name, 

To Masonry and Scotia dear ! 
A last reqaest permit nie here, 

When yearly ye assemble a\ 
One round, 1 *&V \v ««Vfa *. Uar * 

To Kim, the Bord iWs Jwr «wea. 
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SONG. 

Tu NE— Prepare, my dear brethren, to the tavern 

let'sfly. 

So cborchman am I for to rail and to write, 
Ko statesman nor soldier to plot or to fight, 
No sly man of baainess contriving a snare, 
For a big-bellied bottle's tbe wbole of my care. 

Tbe peer I don't enry, I give bim bis bow ; 

I »com not the peasant, tho' ever so low ; 

Bat a club of good fellows, like those that are here, 

And a bottle like this, are my glory and care. 

Here passes tbe sqaire on bis b rother— bis horse ; 
There centam per centam, tbe cit with bis parse ; 
Bnt see you tbe Crown bow it waves in tbe air, 
Tbere a big-bellied bottle still eases my care. 

The wife of my bosom, alas ! sbe did die ; 
For sweet consolation to charch I did fly j 
I fonnd that old Solomon proved it fair, 
That the big-bellied bottle's a eure for all care. 

I once was persaaded a venture to make ; 
A letter inform'd rae that all was to wreck ;— 
Bat the parsy old landlord jast waddled ap stairs, 
With a glorioas bottle that ended my cares. 

' Life's cares they are comforts*/ — a maximlaiddown 
By tbe bard, what d'ye call him, that wore the black 

gown; 
And faith I agree with th' old prig to a bair, 
For a big-bellied bottle's a heav'n of care. 

A Stanza added in a Mason Lodge. 

Then fall ap a bomper, and make it o'erflow, 
And honoors masonic prepare for to throw ; 
May every troe brotber of tbe compass and sqaare 
Have a big-bellied bottle wben barass'd with care. 

• Young's Night Thou«\vV%. 
VOL. U. H 
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HIGHLAND MARY. 
TüNB — Kaiharine Ogie. 

Ye banks, and braes, and streams aroand 

The castle o' Montgomerj, 
Green be yonr woods, and fair your flowers, 

Yonr waters nerer dramlie ! 
There simmer first nnfald her robes, 

And there the langest tarrj ; 
For there I took the last fareweel 

O' my sweet Highland Mary. 

How sweetly bloom'd the gay green birk, 

How rieb the hawthorn's blossom, 
As nnderneath their fragrant shade, 

I clasp'd her to my bosom ! 
The golden honrs, on angel wings, 

Flew o'er me and my dearie ; 
For dear to me, as light and life, 

Was my sweet Highland Mary. 

Wi' mony a yow, and lock'd embrace, 

Our parting was fn' tender ; 
And, pledging aft to meet agaio, 

We tore onrsels asander ; 
Bat Oh ! feil death's nntimely frost, 

That nipt my flower sae early ! 
Now green's the sod, and cauld's the clay, 

That wraps my Highland Mary ! 

O pale, pale now, those rosy Ups, 

1 aft bae kiss'd sae fondly ! 
And closed for aye the sparkling glance, 

That dwelt on me sae kindly ! 
And monld'ring now in silent dost, 

That beart that lo'ed me dearly ! 
Bnt still witbiu my bosom's core, 

Sball live my Highland Mary. 
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AULD LANG SYNE. 

Shoüld auld aoqoaintance be forgot, 

And never broaght to min' ? 
Sboald aold acquaintance be forgot, 

And days o' lang s yne ? 

CHORUS. 

For auld lang syne, tny dear, 

For auld lang syne, 
WeHl tak a cup o' kindness yet 

For auld lang syne, 

We twa bae rnn aboat the braes, 

And pu'd the gowans fine ; 
Bat we're wander'd mony a weary foot 

Sin auld lang syne. 

For auld, Sfc. 

We twa bae paidl't i' the burn, 

From moniin sun tili dine : 
Bot seas between us braid bae roar'd 

Sin aold lang syne. 

For auld, fyc. 

And here's a hand, my trasty fiere, 

And gie's a band o' tbine ; 
And we'll tak a rigbt goid willie-waoght, 

For aold lang syne. 

For auld, äfc. 

And surely ye'll be your pint-stowp, 

And snrely I'U be mine ; 
And we'll tak a cnp o' kindness yet 

For aold lang syne. 

For auld, <Sfc. 
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BANNOCKBURN. 

T&obtxt Vntcc's ftfittrcss to (fe Urmf. 

Scots, wha hae wi* Wallace Med, 
ScoU, wham Bruce ha« aften led ; 
Welcome to yonr gorj bed, 
Or to glorioas rictorie. 

Now's the day, and now's the hour ; 
See tbe front o' battle Iower ; 
See approach proud Edward'» power — 
Edward ! cbains and slaverie ! 

Wha will be a traitor knave ? 
Wha can fall a coward'a grave ? 
Wha sae base as be a slave ? 

Traitor ! coward ! tarn and flee ? 

Wha for Scotland's king and law 
Freedora's sword will stronglj draw, 
Free-man stand, or free-man fa v ? 
Caledonian ! on wi' me ! 

Bj oppression's woes and pains ! 
By joar sons in servile chains ! 
We will drain our dearest veins, 
Bot thej shall be — shall be free ! 

Lay tbe prond usarpers low ! 
Tyrants fall in every foe ! 
Liberty's in every blow ! 
For ward ! let ns do, or die ! 



FOR A' THAT AND A' THAT. 

Is there, for honest poverty, 

That bangs bis head, and a' that? 

The coward-slave, we pass him bj, 
We daxe ^e ^oot fat %.' tk«. t 
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For a' that, and a' that, 

Oar toils obscare, and a' that, 
Tbe rank is bat tbe gainea's stamp, 

Tbe man's tbe gowd for a' tbat. 

What tho' on hamely fare we dine, 
1 Wear bodden-grey, and a' that ; 
Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine, 

A man's a man for a' that ; 
For a' that, and a' that, 

Their tinsel show, and a' that ; 
Tbe honest man, tho' e'er sae poor, 

Is king o' men for a' that. 

Ye see yon birkie, ca'd a lord, 

*Wha stnits, and stares, and a' that ; 
Tho' h und red s worship at bis word, 

He'a bot a coof for a' tbat : 
For a' that, and a' that, 

His riband, star, and a' that, 
The man of independent mind, 

He looks and laughs at a' that« 

A prince can mak a belted knight, 

A marqais, dake, and a' that; 
Bat an honest man's aboon his might. 

Goid faith he mauna fa' that ! 
For a' that, and a' that, 

Their dignities, and a' that, 
Tbe pith o' sense, and pride o' worth, 

Are bigber ranks than a' that. 

Tben let ds pray that come it may, 

As come it will for a' that, 
That sense and worth o'er a' tbe earth, 

May bear tbe gree, and a' that. 
For a' that, and a' that, 

It's coming yet, for a' that, 
Tbat man to man, tbe warld o'er, 

SbaJJ brothers be for a' ib.a.1» 
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DAINTY DAVIE. 

Now rosy May comes in wi' flowers, 
To deck her gay, green spreading bowera ; 
And now comes in my happy honrs, 
To wander wi' my Darie. 

CHORUS. ' 

Meet nie on the warlock knowe, 
Dainty Dame, dainty Davis, 

There M spend the day w? you, 
My ain dear dainty Davit. 

Tbe crystal waters round ns fa*, 
The merry birds are lovers a', 
The scented breezes round ns blaw, 
A-wandering wi' my Darie, 

Meet me, Sfc. 

"When pnrple morning Starts the hare, 
To steal apon her early fare, 
Then thro' the dews I will repair, 
To meet my faithfa' Davie. 

Meet me, 4*. 

• 

When day, expiring in the west, 
The oartain draws o' nature's rest, 
I flee to bis arms I lo'e best, 
And that's my ain dear Davie. 

Meet me, Spc. 



HOW CRUEL ARE THE PARENTS*. 

Tu NE — John Anderson myjo. 

How crnel are the parents 

Who riches only prize, 
And to the wealthy booby 
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Meanwhile the bapless daoghter 
Has bat a choice of strife ; 

To shan a tyrant father's bäte, 
Become a wretched wife. 

The ravening hawk pnrsaing, 

Tbe trembling dove tbos flies, 
To shon impelling ruin 

Awhile her pinions tries ; 
Till of escape despairing, 

No shelter or retreat, 
She trasts tbe rathless falconer, 

And drops beneath bis feet. 



TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

Tu NE — The hopeless Lover. 

Now spring bas clad the groyes in green, 

And strew'd the lea wi' flowers ; 
The farrow'd, waving coro is seen 

Rejoice in fostering showers j 
While ilka thing in natare join 

Their sorrows to forego, 
O why thas all alone are mine 

Tbe weary steps of woe ! 

Tbe troat within yon wimpling barn 

Glides swift, a silver dart, 
And safe beneath the shady thorn 

Defies the angler's art : 
My life was once that careless stream, 

That wanton troat was I ; 
Bat love, wi' anrelenting beam, 

Has scorch'd my fountain dry. 

The little flow'ret's peacefal lot, 

In yonder cliff that grows, 
Whicb, save the Untief 8 (light, l wol, 

Nae rader visit knows, 
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Was mine ; tili love has o*er me put, 

And blighted a' my bloom, 
And now beneath tbe withering blast 

My yonth and joy consame. 

Tbe waken'd lav'rock warbling Springs, 

And climbs Ihe earlj sky, 
Winnowing blitbe her dewy wings 

In morning's rosy eye ; 
As little reckt I sorrow's power, 

Until the flowery snare 
O' witching love, in lackless hoar, 

Made me the thrall o' care. 

O bad my fate been Greenland snows, 

Or Afrio's borning zone, 
Wi' man and nature leagu'd my foes, 

So Peggy ne'er Fd known ! 
The wretch whose doom is, " hope nae mair,' 

Wbat tongae bis woes oan teil ! 
"Within whose bosom, save despair, 

Nae kinder spirits dwell. 



WHY, WHY TELL THY LOVER, 

TvtiE—The Caledonian Bunt's Deligkt. 

Why, why teil thy lover, 

Bliss he never raust enjoy? 
Why, why undeceive bim, 

And give all bis hopes the lie ? 

O why, while fancy, raptnr'd, sl ambers, 

Chloris, Chloris all the therae ! 
Why, why wouldst thou, crnel, 
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CLARINDA. 



Clarinda, mistress of my son), 

The measur'd time is rnn ! 
Tbe wretch beneath tbe dreary pole 

So marks bis tatest san. 

To what dark cave of frozen night 

Shall poor Sylvander hie ; 
Depriv'd of tbee, his life and light, 

Tbe san of all his joy ? 

We part — bat by these precious drops 

That fill thy lovely eyes ! 
No other light shall goide my steps 

Till thy bright beams arise. 

She, tbe fair sun of all her sex, 
Has blest my glorions day : 

And sball a glimmering planet fix 
My worship to its ray ? 



THE GALLANT WEAVER. 

TUNE— The auld wife ayont thefire. 

Wherr Cart rins rowin to the sea, 
By mony a flow'r and spreading tree, . 
Tbere lives a lad, the lad for me, 
He is a gallant weaver. 

Oh I had wooers angbt or nine, 
They gied me rings and ribbons fine ; 
And I was fear'd my heart wonld tine, 
And I gied it to the weaver. 

My daddie sign'd my tocber-band, 
To gie tbe lad that has the land, 
Bot to my heart I'll add my band, 
And gie it to the weaver. 
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Wbile birds rejoice in leafy bowers ; 
While bees rejoice in opening flowers ; 
Wbile coro grows green in simmer showers, 
I'll love my gallant weaver. 



CALEDONIA. 

TVHE—Caledonian Hunt'* Deligkt. 

There was once a day, bat old Time theo was yoang, 

That brave Caledonia, the chief of her lioe, 
From some of yoor northern deities sprang : 

(Who knows not that brave Caledonia's divine ?) 
From Tweed to the Orcades was her domain, 

To hont, or to pasture, or do what she would : 
Her heavenlj relations there fixed her reign, 

And pledg'd her tbeir godheads to Warrant it good. 

A lambkin in peace, bat a Hon in war, 

The pride of her kindred the heroine grew ; 

Her grandsire, old Odin, triomphantly swore, — 
" Whoe'er sball provoke thee, th' enooonter «hall 



nie !" 



\Vitb tillage or pastnre at times she would sport, 
To feed her fair flock» by her green rostling com; 

Bat chiefly the woods were her fav'rite resort, 
Her darling amasement, the hoands and the hörn. 

Long quiet she reign'd ; tili thitherward steers 

A flight of bold eagles from Adria's Strand ; 
Repeated, snccessive, for many long years, 

They darken'd the air, and they plander'd the laad: 
Their pounces were marder, and terror tbeir cry, 

They'd conqaer'd and ruin'd a world beside ; 
She took to her hüls, and her arrows let fly, 

The darin$\nvafoTs \N\^ fo& «t llvej died. 
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The feil Harpy-raven took wing from the north, 

The scourge of the seas, and the dread of the shore ; 
The wild Scandinavian boar issa'd forth 

To wanton in carnage and wallow in göre : 
O'er conntries and kingdoms their fary prevail'd, 

No arU conld appease them, no arms ooold repel ; 
Bot brave Caledonia in yain they assail'd, 

As Largs well can witness, and Loncartie teil. 

The Cameleon-savage distarb'd her reposc, 

With tumnlt, disqaiet, rebellion, and strife ; 
Provok'd beyond bearing, at last she arose, 

And robb'd him at onoe of his bopes and bis life : 
The Anglian Hon, the terror of France, 

Oft prowling, ensanguin'd the Tweed's silver flood; 
Bat, taaght by the bright Caledonian lance, 

He learned to fear in his own native wood. 

Thns bold, independent, unconquer'd, and free, 

Her bright course of glory for ever shall ran : 
For brave Caledonia immortal most be ; 

I'U prove it from Eaclid as clear as the sun : 
Rectangle-triangle, the figure we'll choose, 

The apright is Chance, and old Time is the base ; 
Bat brave Caledonia's the hypothenase ; 

Then ergo, she'll match them, and match them 
always. 



ON 

THE BATTLE OF SHERIFF-MUIR, 

BETWEEN THE DOKE OF ARGYLL AND THE EARL 

OP MAR. 

Tu NE — The Cameronian Bant. 

" O cam ye bere the fight to shan, 
Or berd the sheep wi' me, man ? 

Or were ye at the Sherra-mair, 
And did the battle see, man^' 
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I saw the battle, sair and tougb, 
And reekiog-red ran monj a sheugh, 
My heart, for fear, gae songh for soagb, 
To hear the thnds, and see the clnds 
O' clans frae woods, in tartan duds, 
Wha glaum'd at kingdoms three, man. 

The red-coat lads, wi' black cockades, 

To meet them werena slaw, man ; 
Thej rnsh'd and pnsb'd, and binde outgash'd, 

And mony a bonk did fa\ man : 
And great Argyll led on bis files, 
I wat tbey glanced twenty railes : 
Tbey hack'd and basb'd, wbile broad-swords clasl 
And thro' tbey dash'd, and hew'd and smash'd, 

Till fey men died awa, man. 

Bat had you seen the pbilibegs, 

And skyrin tartan trews, man, 
Wben in the teetb tbey dar'd oor whigs, 

And covenant true blaes, man ; 
In lines extended lang and large, 
Wben bayonets oppos'd the targe, 
And tbonsands hasten'd to the charge, 
Wi' Higbland wrath tbey frae the sbeath 
Drew blades o' death, tili, out o' breath, 

They fled like frigbted doos, man. 

" O bow deil, Tarn, can tbat be true? 

The ohase gaed frae the north, man : 
I saw mysel, they did pursue 

The horsemen back to Forth, man ; 
And at Dumblane, in my ain sight, 
They took the brig wi' a' their might, 
And straught to Stirling wing'd their flight ; 
Bat, carsed lot ! the gates were shnt, 
And mony a hantit, poor red-coat, 

For fear am&i&t did warf, man." 
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My sister Kate cam op tbe gate 

Wi' crowdie unto me, man ; 
She swore she saw some rebels ran 

Frae Perth unto Dnndee, man : 
Their left-hand general had nae skill, 
The Angos lads had nae gaid-will 
Tbat daj their neebors' blood to spill ; 
For fear, bj foes, that thej shoold lose 
Their cogs o' brose — all crjing woes, 

And so it goes jou see, man. 

They've lost some gallant gentlemen 

Amang tbe Highland clans, man ; 
I fear mj lord Panmnre is slain, 

Or fallen in whiggish hands, man : 
Now wad je sing this double fight, 
Some feil for wrang, and some for right ; 
Bnt monj bade tbe world gaid-night ; 
Tben je maj teil, how pell and mell, 
Bj red clajmores, and maskets' knel), 
Wi' djing yell, the tories feil, 

And whigs to hell did flee, man. 



THE DUMFRIES VOLUNTEERS. 

Tone — Push about fhejorum. 

April, 1705. 
Does haagbtj Gaal invasion threat? 

Then let the loons beware, Sir, 
There's wooden walls opon our seas, 

And volanteers on shore, Sir. 
The Nith shall run to Corsincon, 

And Criffel sink in Solwaj, 
Ere we permit a foreign foe 

On British groand to rally ! 

Fall de roll, Sfc. 



190 BURNS' POEMS. 

O let im not like snarling tyke» 

In wrangling be divided ; 
Till slap come in an nnoo loon 

And wi' a rang decide it. 
Be Britain still to Britain true, 

Amang onrsels anited ; 
For never but by British band« 

Mann British wrangs be rigfated. 

Fall de roll, $c. 

The kettle o' the kirk and State, 

Perbaps a claut may fail in't ; 
Bot deil a foreign tinkler loan 

Shall ever ca' a nail in't. 
Oar fathers' bluid the kettle bonght, 

And wha wad dare to spoil it ; 
By beaven, the sacrilegions dog 

Shall foel be to boil it. 

Fall de rall, $c. 

The wretch that wad a tjrant own, 

And the wretch his trae-born brother, 
Wbo wad set the mob aboon the throne, 

May they be damn'd together ! 
"Who will not sing, •• 6od save the King, 

Shall hang as bigh's the steeple ; 
Bot while we sing, " God save the King, 

We'll ne'er forget the People. 



it 



»» 



O WHA IS SHE THAT LO'ES ME. 

Tu NE — Morag. 

O wha is she that lo'es me, 
And has my heart a-keeping? 

O sweet is she that lo'es me, 
As dews o' simmer weeping, 
In teaxs the rose-buds steeping. 



SONGS. 191 



CHORUS. 



O thafs the lassie o' tny heart, 

My lassie ever dearer ; 
O that's the queen o* uxmankind, 

And ne'er a ane to peer her, 

If thoa shalt meet a lassie, 
In grace and beaaty charming, 

That e'en thy cbosen lassie, 

Ere while thy breast sae warming, 
Had ne'er sio powers alarming ; 
O that's, $c. 

If thoa badst heard her talking, 
And thy attentions plighted, 

That ilka body talking, 
But her by thee is sligbted, 
And thoa art all delighted ; 
O that's, $c. 

If thoa hast met this fair one ; 
When frae her thoa hast parted, 

If every other fair one, 

But her, thoa hast deserted, 
And thoa art broken-hearted j — 
O that's, $c. 



WRITTEN IN A WRAPPER, 

ENCLOSING A LETTER TO CAPT. GROSE, TO BE LEFT 
WITH MR. CARDONNEL, ANTIQUARIAN. 

TüNE— Sir John Malcolm. 

Ken ye oaght o' Captain Grose? 

Igo, Sf ago t 
If he's amang his friends or foes ? 

Iram, coram, dago. 
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Is he South, or is he North? 

Igo, $ ago, 
Or drowned in the river Forth ? 

Iran, coram, dago. 

Is he slain by Highland bodies ? 

Igo, k °g°f 

And eaten like a weather-haggis ? 
Iram, coram, dago. 

Is he to Abram's bosom gane ? 

Igo, Sf ago, 
Or haadin Sarah by the warne? 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Where'er he be, the Lord be near him ! 

Igo, Sf ago. 
As for the deil, he danrna steer him. 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Bat please transmit th' enclosed letter, 

Igo, Sf ago, 
Wbicb will oblige your humble debtor. 

Iram, coram, dago. 

So may ye hae auld stanes in störe, 

Igo, % ago, 
The very stanes tbat Adam bore. 

Iram, coram, dago. 

So may ye get in glad possession, 

Igo, 4* ago, 
The coins o' Satan's coronatipn l 

Iram, coram, dago. 
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THE DEAN OF FACULTY. 

191 jftcto IBaUaB. 

Tune — The Dragon of Wanttey. 

Dire was the hate at old Harlaw 

That Scot to Scot did carry ; 
And dire the discord Langside saw, 

For beauteous, hapless Mary : 
But Scot with Scot ne'er met so bot, 

Or were more in fory seen, Sir, 
Tban 'twixt Hai and Bob for the famous Job — 

Wbo shottld be FacuUys Dean, Sir. — 

This Hol for genius, wit, and lore, 

Among the first was number'd ; 
Bat pioas Bob, 'mid learning's störe, 

Commandment tenth reraember'd.— 
Yet simple Bob the victory got, 

And wan bis heart's desire ; 
Which shows tbat heaven can boil the pot, 

Thoogh the devil p — s in the fire. — 

Sqaire Hol besides had, in this case, 

Pretensions rather brassy, 
For talents to deserve a place 

Are qualifications saacy ; 
So their worsbips of the Faculty, 

Qoite sick of merit's rndeness, 
Chose one wbo shoald owe it all, d'ye see, 

To their gratis grace and goodneas. — 

As ojfce on Pisgah purg'd was the sight 

Ol a son of Circumcision, 
So maybe, on this Pisgah height, 

Bob's pur blind, mental vision, 
vol. 11. f» 
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Nay, Hobby' s moath raay be open'd yet, 
Till for eloqoence yoa hail him, 

And swear he has the Angel met 
That met the Ass of Balaam. — 



O, ONCE I LOV'D A BONNIE LASS' 
Tone — I am a man unmarried. 

O, once I lov'd a bonnie las«, 

Ay, and I love her still, 
And whilst that virtue warms my breast 

1*11 love my handsome Neil. 

FallalderaJyfc. 

As bonnie lassies I hae seen, 

And mony fall as braw, 
Bat for a modest gracefa' raien 

The like I never saw. 

A bonnie lass, I will confess, 

Is pleasant to the ee, 
Bat withont some better qaalities 

She's no a lass for me. 

Bat Nelly's looks are blithe and sweet, 

And what is best of a', 
Her repatation is complete, 

And fair without a flaw. 

She dresses aye sae clean and neat, 

Both decent and genteel : 
Aiid then there's something in her gait 

Gare ony dress look weel. 

* This was our Poet»» first attempt. 
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A gaady dress and gentle air 

May slightly toach the heart, 
Bat it's innocence and modesty 

That polishes the dart, 

'Tis this in Nelly pleases me, 

'Tis this enchants my soul ! 
For absolntely in my breast 

She reigns withoat control. 

Fallalde ral, $c. 



I'LL AYE CA' IN BY YON TOWN. 

I'LL aye ca' in by yon town, 

And by yon garden green again ; 

I'll aye ca' in by yon town, 
And see my bonnie Jean again. 

There's nane sali ken, there's nane sali gness, 
Wbat brings me back the gate again, 

Bat she, my fairest faithfa' lass, 
And stow nl ins we sali meet again. 

She'll wander by the aiken tree, 

When trystin-time draws near again ; 

And when her lovely form I see, 
O haith, she's donbly dear again ! 



WHISTLE O'ER THE LAVE O'T. 

First when Maggy was my care, 
Hearen, I thoaght, was in her air ; 
Now we're married — spier nae mair— 

Whbtle o'er the lave o't. 
Meg was meek, and Meg was mild, 
Bonnie Meg was natnre's child — 
Wiser men than me's begoil'd ; — 

"Whistle p'er the lave <&\. 
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How we live, my Meg and me, 
How we love and how we 'gree, 
I carena by how few may see — 

Wbistle o'er the lave o't. 
Wha I wish were maggots' meat» 
Dish'd ap in her winding sheet, 
I coald write — bat Meg mann see't — 

Wbistle o'er the lave o't. 



YOUNG JOCKEY. 

YoUNO Jockey was the blithest lad 

In« a* our town or here awa ; 
Fa* blitbe be whistled at the gaad *, 

Fa' lightly dano'd he in the ha* ! 
He roos'd my een sae bonnie bloe, 

He roos'd my waist sae geoty sma' ; 
An' aye my heart came to my mou, 

When ne'er a body heard or saw. 

My Jockey toils npon the piain, 

Thro* wind and weet, thro' frost and snaw ; 
And o'er the lee I look fu' fain 

When Jockey 's owsen hameward ca\ 
An* aye the night comes round again, 

When in bis arms he taks me a' ; 
An' aye he vows he'll be my ain 

As lang's he has a breath to draw. 



M'PHERSON'S FAREWELL. 

Farewell, ye dangeons dark and strong, 

The wretch's destiny ! 
M'Pherson's tirae will not be long, 

On yonder gallo ws tree. 

* The Gaud— *\ <fc* ^\wv£*. 
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chorus. 

Sae rantingly, sae vcantonly, 

Sae dauntingly gaed he ; 
He play'd a spring and dancd it round, 

Below the gallows tree. 

Oh, what is death bat parting breatb ? — 

On mony a bloody plain 
I've dar'd bis face, and in this place 

I scorn bim yet again ! 
Sae rantingly, fyc. 

Untie tbese band» from off my hands, 

And bring to me inj sword ; 
And there's no man in all Scotland, 

Bat I'U brave him at a word. 
Sae rantingly, Sfc, 

IVe Iiv'd a life of Start and strife ; 

I die by treachery : 
It barns my beart I raust depart 

And not avenged be. 
Sae rantingly, fyc. 

Now farewell light, thoo snnshine bright, 

And all beneath the sky ! 
May coward shame distain bis name, 

Tbe wretch tbat dares not die ! 
Sae rantingly, Sfc. 



A BOTTLE AND FRIEND. 

Here's a bottle and an honest friend ! 

"What wad ye wish for mair, man ? 
Wha kens, before his life may end, 

What his share may be of care, man ? 
Tben catch the moments as they fty, 

And ose tbem as ye oaght, man :— - 
Believe me, happiness is shy, 

And comes not aye wben songht, man. 
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I'LL RISS THEE YET. 

Tu NE — The Brots o* Balquhidder. 

CHORUS. 

Tll kiss thee yet, yet, 

An* FU kiss thee o'er agarn, 

An* m kiss thee yet, yet, 
My bonnie Peggy AUson ! 

Ilk oare and fear, when thoa art near, 
I ever mair defy them, O ; 

Yonng kings upon their hansei throne 
Are no sae blest as I am, O ! 
ril kiss thee, SfC. 

When in my arme, wi' a' thy charms, 
I clasp mj countless treasore, O ; 

I seek nae mair o' Heaven to sbare, 
Than sie a moment's pleasore, O ! 
FU kiss thee, Sfc* 

And by thy een sae bonnie blae, 
I swear I'm tbine for ever, O ; — 

And on thy Ups I seal my vow, 
And break it shall I never, O ! 
Vll kiss thee, $c. 



ON CESSNOCK BANKS. 

Tu NE — If he be a Butcher neat and trim, 

On Cessnock banks there lives a lass ; 

Cou\d 1 dercrvbe her shape and mieo ; 
Tbe gracea o?\i«T ^wVWWw*, 

And the fc\w*ßtt£ o* W %^vt\X\\? «s«*» 
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She's firesner than the morniog dawn 

When rising Phoebns first is seen, 
When dew-drops twinkle o'er the lawn } 

An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' een. 

She's stately like yon yoathfal ash 
That grows the cowslip braes between, 

And shoots its head above each bosh ; 
An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' een. 

She's spotless as the flow'ring thorn 

With flow'rs so white and leaves so green, 

When pnrest in the dewy morn ; 

An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' een. 

Her looks are like the sportive lamb, 
When flow'ry May adorns the scene, 

That wantons round its bleating dam ; • 
An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' een. 

Her hair is like the carliog mist 

That shades the monntain-side at e'en, 

When flow'r-reviving rains are past ; 
And she's twa glancin' sparklin' een. 

Her forehead's like the show'ry bow, 

When shining snnbeams intervene 
And gild the distant moontain's brow ; 

An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' een. 

Her voice is like the ev'ning thrnsh 
That sings on Cessnock banks unseen, 

White bis mate sits nestling in the bnsh ; 
An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' een. 

Her Ups are like the ehernes ripe, 
That snnnj walls from Boreas screen, 

Tbey tempt the taste and charm the ai^ht\ 
Aa' she's twa glancm' vpaxVAvG? fc«au 
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Her teeth are like a flock of sheep, 
With fleeces newly washen clean, 

Tbat slowly moant tbe rising steep ; 
An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' een. 

Her breath is like tbe fragrant breeze 
Tbat gently stirs the blossom'd bean, 

"When Phosbas sinks bebind the seas ; 
An' she's twa glancin' sparklin' een. 

Bat it's not her air, her form, her face. 

Tho' matching beauty's fabled queen, 
But the mind that shines in ev'ry grace> 

An' chiefly in her sparklin' een. 



WAE IS MY HEART. 

Wae is my heart, and tbe fear's in my ee ; 
Lang, lang, joy's been a stranger to me : 
Forsaken and friendless my bürden I bear, 
And the sweet voice o' pity ne'er sonnds in my ear. 

Love, thoa hast pleasnres ; and deep hae I loved ; 
Love, thoa hast sorrows ; and sair hae I proved : 
Bat this braised heart that now bleeds in my breast, 
I can feel its tbrobbings will soon be at rest. 

O if I were where happy I hae been ; 
Down by yon stream and yon bonnie Castle green : 
For there he is wand'ring and masing on me, 
Wha wad soon dry the tear frae Phillis's ee. 



POWERS CELESTIAL. 

Powers celestial, whose protection 
Ever gaards the virtaous fair, 

Whi\e 111 dvstaxA. cAmes I wander, 
Lei my "Mlws >ae ^w« ws*\ 



SONGS. 201 

Let her form sae fair and fanltless, 

Fair and fault] ess as yonr owti ; 
Let my Mar j 's kindred spirit 

Draw your cboicest inflnence down. 

Make tbe gales yoo waft around ber 

Soft and peacefnl as her breast; 
Breathing in the breeze that fans her, 

Sooth her bosom into rest : 
Guardian angels, O protect her, 

"When in diatant lands I roam ; 
To realms unknown wbile fate exiles me, 

Make her bosom still my home*. 



THE HEATHER WAS BLOOMING. 

The heäther was blooming, tbe meadows were mawn, 
Oor lade gaed a banting, ae day at the dawn, 
O'er moors and o'er mosses and mony a glen, 
, At length they discover'd a bonnie moor-hen. 

I red you beware at the hunting, young men ; 
I red you beware at the hunting, young men ; 
Tai some on the toing, and some as they spring, 
But cannily steal on a bonnie moor-hen, 

Sweet brnshing tbe dew from the brown heather bells, 
Her colours betray'd her on yon mossy felis ; 
Her plamage oatl astred the pride o' the spring, 
And O ! as sbe wantoned gay on the wing. 

I red, Spc. 

Aald Phoebas himsel, as he peep'd o'er the hill, 
In spite at her plamage he tried bis skill ; 
He levell'd his rays where she bask'd on the brae — 
His rays were ontshone, and bat mark'd where she lay. 

JT red, §c. 

• Probably written on Hi^hland Mary, on the eve of the 
Poet's departure to the West Indies. 
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They hnnted the Valley, they hanted the hui, 
The best of our lads wi' the best o 1 their skill ; 
Bat still as the fairest she sat in their sight, 
Then, wbirr ! she was over, a mile at a flight. — 

I red, fyc* 
» # » # 



YOUNG PEGGY. 

Tu MB — Last time I com o'er the muir. 

Youno Peggy blooms oor bonniest las», 

Her blush is like the morning, 
The rosy dawo, the springing grass, 

With early gems adoming : 
Her ejes outshine the radiant beams 

That gild the passiog shower, 
And glitter o'er the crystal streams, 

And cheer each fresh'ning flower. 

Her Ups raore than the ehernes bright, 

A richer dye has grae'd them, 
They charm th' admiring gazer's sight, 

And sweetly tempt to taste them : 
Her smile is as the ev'ning mild, 

When feather'd pairs are coarting, 
And little lambkins wanton wild, 

In playfal bands disporting. 

Were Fortune lovely Peggy's foe, 

Such sweetness would relent her, 
As blooming Spring anbends the brow 

Of sarly, savage Winter. 
Detraction's eye no aim can gain 

Her winning powers to lessen ; 
And fretfol envy grins in vain, 

Tbe poisotf & totffri \» fa&tetu 



SONGS. 205 

Te Pow'rs of Honoor, Love, and Trqth, 

From ev'ry ill defend her ; 
Inspire the highly favoor'd yoath 

The destinies intend her ; 
Still fan the sweet connobial flame 

Responsive in each bosom ; 
And bleu the dear parental name 

With manj a filial blossom*. 



THERE WAS A LAD. 

Tu NE — Dainty Dame, 

There was a lad was born at Kylet, 
Bat what'o a day o' what'n a style 
I doobt it's hardly wortb the while 
To be sae nice wi' Robin. 

Robin was a rovin* Boy, 

Rantin* rovin*, rantin* rovin* ; 

Robin was a rovin* Boy, 
Rantin* rovin* Robin, 

Our mooarch's hindraost year bat ane 
Was five-and-twenty days began, 
'Twes then a blast o' Janwar win' 
Blew hansei in on Robin. 

The gossip keekit in bis loof, 
Quo* scho wha lives will see the proof, 
This waly boy will be nae coof, 
I think we'U ca' him Robin. 

• This was one of the Poet's earliest compoiitions. It is 
opied from a MS. book, which he had before his first publi- 
atkm. 

t Kfk—* üistrict of Ayrrtrire. , 



I 
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He'll bae misfortunes great and sma\ 
Bat aye a beart aboon thera a' ; 
He'll be a credit to as a\ 
Well a' be proud o' Robin. 

But sore as tbree times three mak nine, 
I see by ilka score and line, 
This chap will dearly like oor kin', 
So leeze me on tbee, Robin. 

Goid faith, quo' scho, I doobt you, Sir, 
Ye gar tbe Iasses * * * * 
Bat twenty faats ye may hae waar, 
So blessings on thee, Robin ! 

Robin was a rovin* Boy, 

Rantin* rovin*, rantin* rovin ; 

Robin was a rovin* Boy, 
Rantin* rovin* .Robin, 



IMITATION OF AN OLD JACOBITE SONG. 

By yon Castle wa', at tbe close of the day, 
I beard a man sing, tho' bis bead it was grey ; 
• And as he was* einging, tbe tears fast down came — 
There'll never be peace tili Jamie comes hame. 

Tbe cbarch is in rains, the state is in jars, 
Delasions, oppressions, and marderoas wars ; 
"We darena weel say't, bat we ken wha's to blame — 
There'll never be peace tili Jamie comes hame. 

My seven braw sons for Jamie drew sword, 
And now I greet round their green beds in the yerd : 
It brak tbe sweet beart o' my faith fa' aold dame — 
There'll never be peace tili Jamie comes hame. 

Now life is a bürden that bows me down, 
Sin' I tint my Wrus, and he tint bis crown ; 
Bat tili my la»t m.ome&\.\xv3 irot&!hvc«<he same — 
There'll ne^et \>e \>ew.fc \\W ^«xoä wto«&\vwä. 
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TO MARY. 

Tu NE — Eice-bughts, Mariott. 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
And leave auld Scotia's shore? 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
Across tb' Atlantic's roar? 

sweet grows the Urne and the orange, 
And the apple on the pine ; 

But a' the cbarms o' the Indies 
Can never eqoal thine. 

1 hae sworn by the Heavens to my Mary, 
I hae sworn by the Heavens to be true ; 

And sae may the Heavens forget me, 
When I forget my vow ! 

O püght me your faith, my Mary, 

And pligbt me yoar lily-white hand ; 
O püght me yonr faith, my Mary, 

Before I leave Scotia's Strand. 
"We hae plighted oar troth, my Mary, 

In matual affection to join, 
And curst be the cause that shall part us 1 

The hoar, and the moment o' time * ! 



MARY MORISON- 

TüNE — Bide ye yet. 

O Mary, at thy window be, 

It is the wish'd, the trysted hour ! 
Those smiles and glances let me see, 

That raake the miser's treasare poor : 
How blithely wad I bid the stonre, 

A weary slave frae snn to snn ; 
Could I the rieh reward secure, 

The lovely Mary Morison. 

• T*hissong Mr. Thomson ha» not a<\o\Aä& V& Yäfc ^?&rs>as»» 
deserves, however, to be preaevveA. 
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Yestreen, wheu to the trembling string 

The dance gaed thro* the lighted ha', 
To thee my fancy took its wing, 

I sat, bat neither heard or saw : 
Tho' Ibis was fair, and that was braw, 

And yon the toast of a' the town, 
I sigh'd, and said amang them a', 

" Ye arena Mary Morison." 

O Mary, canst thou wreck his peace, 

Wha for thy sake wad gladly die? 
Or canst thon break that heart of his, 

Whase only fant is loving thee ? 
If love for love thon wiltna gie, 

At least be pity to me shown ! 
A thoaght ungenüe canna be 

The thonght o' Mary Morison. 



WILD WAR'S DEADLY BLAST. 

Tone— The MiU Mül O. 

Wh BN wild war's deadly blast was blawn, 

And gentle peace retorning, 
Wi* mony a sweet babe fatherless, 

And mony a widow monrning : 
I left the lines and tented field, 

Where lang I'd been a lodger, 
My hmnble knapsack a' my wealth, 

A poor and honest sodger. 

A leal, light heart was in my breast, 

My band anstain'd wi' pl ander ; 
And for fair Scotia harne again 

I cheery on did wander. 
I thoaght npon the banks o' Coil, 

I thoaght npon my Nancy, 
1 thoug\i\. wpo\i V\\ö vn\stav&% %mile 

Thal cau^vl ta^ ^j waMA. to^ » 
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At length I reach'd the bonnie glen, 

Wbere early life I sported ; 
I pass'd the mill, and trysting thorn, 

Where Nancy aft I coorted : 
Wha spied I bat my ain dear maid, 

Down by her mother's d well in g ! 
And tarn'd me round to hide the flood 

That in my een was swelling. 

"WF alter' d voice, qnoth I, sweet lass, 

Sweet as yod hawthorn's blossom, 
O ! happy, happy may he be, 

That' s dearest to thy bosom ! 
My pnrse is light, I've far to gang, 

And fain wad be thy lodger ; 
IVe serv'd my king and conntry lang — 

Take pity on a sodger. 

Sae wistfally she gaz'd on me, 

And lorelier was than ever : 
Qno' she, a sodger ance I loe'd, 

Forget him shall I never: 
Oor humble cot, and hamely fare, 

Ye freely shall partake it, 
That gallant badge, the dear cockade, 

Ye're welcome for the sake o't. 

She gaz'd — she redden'd like a rose — 

Syne pale like ony lily ; 
She sank witbin my arms, and cried, 

Art thou my ain dear Willie ? 
By him who made yon snn and sky, 

By whom true love's regarded, 
I am the man ; and thns may still 

True lovers be rewarded. 

The wars are o'er, and I'm come harne, 
And find thee still true-hearted ; 
• Tbo' poor in gear, we're rieh in love, 
And mair we'se ne'er \>e ^«t\fe&% 
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Quo* she, my grandsire left ine gowd, 

A mailen plenish'd fairly ; 
And come, my faithfal sodger lad, 

Thon'rt welcome to it dearly ! 

For gold the merchant plonghs the main, 

Tbe farmer plonghs the manor ; 
Bot glory is the sodjer's prize ; 

The sodger' s wealth is hononr : 
The brave poor sodger ne'er despise, 

Nor coant him as a stranger, 
Remember he's bis country's stay 

In day and boar of danger. 



MY FATHER WAS A FARMER». 

Tun e— The Weaver and his Shuttle, 0. 

My Father was a Farmer npon the Carrick border, 
And carefnlly he bred me in decency and order, 
He bade me act a manly part, thongh I had ne'ei 
farthing, O [regarding, < 

For withoot an honest manly heart, no man was wor 

Then ont into the world my coarse I did determine, 
Tho' to be rieh was not my wish, yet to be great w 
charming, O [cation : 

My talents they were not the worst ; nor yet my ed 
Resolv'd was I at least to trv to mend my Situation, < 

In many a way, and vain essay, I coorted fortan« 
favoar ; O [each endeavoar ;* 

Some caase nnseen still stept between, to frostn 

Sometimes by foes I was o'erpower'd ; sometimes 1 
friends forsaken ; O [inistaken, < 

And when my hope was at the top, I still was woi 

* This song is a wild rhapsody, miserably deficient in vei 
fication, but as the eentiments are the genuine feelings of i 
heart, for thal rewoa \ Vivt« fe^wrtto&Ur pleasure in conni 
it over. _, . _ ,. 



SONGS. 200 

Then sore harass'd, and tir'd at last, with fortane's 
vain delasion ; O [this conclusion ; O 

I dropt my Scheines, like idle dreams, and came to 

The past was bad, and the future hid j its good or ill 
nntried ; O [enjoy it, O. 

Bat the present hoar was in my pow'r, and so I woold 

No help, nor hope, nor view had I ; nor person to be- 
friend me ; O [sastain me, O 

So I must toil, and sweat and broil, and labour to 

To ploogh and sow, to reap and mow, my father bred 
me early ; O [tone fairly, O. 

For one, he said, to labonr bred t was a match for for- 

Thus all obscare, anknown, and poor, tbro' life I'm 
doom'd to wander, O [ber ; O 

Till down my weary bones I lay in everlasting slum- 

No view nor care, bat shan whate'er might breed me 
pain or sorrow : O [row, O. 

I live to-day as well's I may, regardless of to-mor- 

Bat cheerfal still, I am as well as a moüarcb in a 
palace, O [wonted malice ; O 

Tho' fortnne's frown still hnnts me down, with all her 

I make indeed my daily bread, bat ne'er can make it 
farther ; O [her, O. 

Bat as daily bread is all I need, I do not mach regard 

When sometimes by my labour I earn a little money, O 
8ome nnforeseen misfortane comes generally upon 
me; O [foll j ; O 

Misohanoe, mistake, or by neglect, or my good-natnr'd 
Bat come what will, I've sworn it still, I'll ne'er be 
.melanoholy, O. 

All yoa who follow wealth and power with nnremitting 
ardour, O [view the farther ; O 

The more in this yoa look for bliss, yoa leave yoor 

Had yoa the wealth Potosi boasts, or nations to adore 
you, O [yoa, O. 

A cheerfal honest-hearted clown I will prefer before 
VOL. II. »' 
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A MOTHER'S LAMENT FOR THE DEAT1 

OF HER SON. 

Tu NE — Finlayston House. 

FatE gave the word, the arrow sped, 

And pierc'd my darling's beart ; 
And with him all the jojs are fled 

Life can to me impart. 
By cruel hands the sapling drops, 

In dust dishonour'd laid : 
So feil the pride of all my hopes, 

My age's future shade. 

The mother-linnet in the brake 
Bewails her ravish'd young ; 

So I, for my lost darling's sake, 
Lament the live-day long. 

Death, oft I've fear'd thy fatal blow, 
Now, fond I bare my breast, 

O, do thou kindly lay me low 
« With him I love, at rest ! 



AMANG THE TREES. 

Tu NE — The King of France, he rode a Race. 

AMANG the trees where b ammin g bees 

At bads and flowers were hinging, O 
Anld Caledon drew ont her drone, 

And to her pipe was singing ; O 
'Twas pibroch, sang, strathspey, or reels, 

She dirl'd them äff fu' clearly, O 
When there cam a yell o' foreign squeels, 

That dang her tapsalteerie, O — 

Tbeir capon craws and qneer ha ha's, 
They made our lags grow eerie ; O 
The buii^ry VAV« &&. «rov^fe «ad pike 
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Bat a royal ghaist wha ance was cas'd 

A prisoner aaghteen year awa, 
He fir'd a fiddler in the North 

That dang them tapsalteerie, O. 

• * • 



BONNIE LESLEY. 

TONE — The colliers bonnie dochter. 

O saw ye bonnie Lesley 

As she gaed o'er the border ? 

She's gane, like Alexander, 

To spread her conqnests farther. 

To see her is to love her, 

And love bat her for ever ; 
For Natore made her what she is, 

And ne'er made sie anither ! 

Thou art a qaeen, fair Lesley, 
Thy sobjeets we, before thee : 

Thou art div ine, fair Lesley, 
The hearts o' men adore thee. 

The Deil he con'dna scaith thee, 
Or aoght that wad belang thee ; 

He'd look into thy bonnie face, 
And say, " I canna wrang thee." 

The Powers aboon will tent thee ; 

Misfortnne sha'na steer thee ; 
Thoa'rt like themselves sae lovely, 

That ill they'll ne'er let near tbee. 

Retarn again, fair Lesley, 

Retarn to Caledonie ! 
That we may brag, we hae a lass 

Tbere's nane again so« \wmvt. 
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TO MY DEAR AND MÜCH HONOÜRED TRIEND, 

MRS. DUNLOP, OF DUNLOP. 
<©n SeitsibilitB» 

AlR — Sensibility. 

SENSIBILITY, how charming, 

Thou, myfriend, canst troly teil ; 
Bat distress with horrors arming, 

Thon hast also known too well ! 
Fairest flower, behold the lily, 

Blooming in the sunny ray : 
Let the blast sweep o'er the Yalley, 

See it prostrate on the clay. 

Hear the wood-lark charm the forest, 

Telling o'er bis little joys ; 
Hapless bird ! a prey the snrest 

To each pirate of the skies. 

Dearly bought the hiddeo treasnre, 

Finer feelings can bestow ; 
Chords that vibrate sweetest pleasore 

Thrill the deepest notes of woe. 



FAREWELL TO AYRSHIRE. 

Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasore, 
Scenes that former thonghts renew, 

Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasore, 
Now a sad and last adien ! 

Bonny Doon, sae sweet and gloamin, 
Fare thee weel before I gang ! 

Bonny Doon, where, early roaming, 
First I weav'd the rustic sang ! 

Bowers, adieu, where Lore, deooying, 
Pirat inthraird this heart o* mine, 

There tbe »«Staat vw**\& «&\wjvb^ — 
Sweets thafNtem'rj t«?«t tafi\ <£«*>. 
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Friends, so near my bosom evcr, 

Ye hae render'd moments dear ; 
Bot, alas ! when forc'd to sever, 

Then the stroke, O how severe ! 

Friends ! that parting tear reserve it, 

Tho' 'tis doubly dear to me ! 
Conld I think I did deserve it, 

How mach happier woold 1 be ! 

Soenes of woe and scenes of pleasare, 
Scenes that former thoaghts renew, 

Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasare, 
Now a sad and last adieu ! 



FRAGMENT. 

Tu NE — I had a horse and I had tiae mair. 

When first I came to Stewart Kjle, 

Mj inind it wasna steadjr, 
Where'er I gaed, where'er I rade, 

A mistress still I had aye : 

Bat when I came roan' bj Maachline town, 

Not dreadin' ony body, 
My heart was caaght before I thoaght, 

And by a Maachline lady. 



FRAGMENT. 

Tu NE— Gallawater. 

Altho' my bed were in yon mair, 
Amang the heather, in my plaidie, 

Yet happy, happy woold 1 be, 
Had I my dear Mont^metW« ^^^^ 



214 BURNS' POEMS. 

When o'er the hill beat surly storms, 
And winter nights were dark and rainy ; 

I'd seek some dell, and in my arras 
I'd shelter dear Montgomerie's Peggy. 

Were I a Baron proud and high, 

And horse and servants waiting ready, 

Then a' 'twad gie o' joy to me, 
The sharin't wi' Montgomerie's Peggy. 



FRAGMENT. 



O RAGING fortune's withering blast 
Has laid my leaf fall low ! O 

O raging fortune's withering blast 
Has laid my leaf fall low ! O. 

My stem was fair, my bud was green, 
My blossom sweet did blow ; O 

The dew feil fresh, the sun rose mild, 
And made my branches grow ; O. 

Bat lackless fortune's northern storms 
Laid a' my blossoms low, O 

But lackless fortane's northern storms 
Laid a' my blossoms low, O. 



ON A BANK OF FLOWERS. 

Tu NE— On a banh offlowers, 

On a bank of flowers, in a sammer dav, 

For sammer lightly drest, 
Tbe jouWtf\A\Aoomv&^Nelly lay. 
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When Willie, wand'ring thro' the wood, 
Who for her favour oft had sued ; 
He gaz'd, be wish'd, he fear'd, he blosh'd, 
And trembled where he stood. 

Her closed eyes, like weapons sheath'd, 

Were seal'd in soft repose ; 
Her lips, still as she fragrant breath'd, 

It richer dy'd the rose. 

The springing lilies sweetlj prest, 
Wild, wanton kiss'd her rival breast ; 
He gaz'd, he wish'd, he fear'd, he blosh'd, 
His bosom ill at rest. 

Her rohes, light waving in the breeze, 

Her tender limbs embrace ! 
Her lovely form, her native ease, 

All harmon j and grace ! 

Tumultaoas tides his pnlses roll, 
A faltering ardent kiss he stole ; 
He gaz'd, he wish'd, he fear'd, he blnsh'd, 
And sigh'd his very sool. 

As flies the partridge from the brake, 

On fear-inspired wings ; 
So Nelly, starting, half awake, 

Away affrighted Springs : 

Bat Willie follow'd, — as he shonld, 
He overtook her in the wood : 
He vow'd, he pray'd, he fonnd the maid 
Forgiving all, and good. 
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SLOW SPREADS THE GLOOM. 

TüNE — Savouma Delish. 

Slow spreads the gloom my soul desires, 
The sun from India's sbore retires : 
To Eyan banks with temp'rate raj, 
Home of my youth, he leads the day. 

Oh banks to me for ever dear ! 
Oh stream, whose mar mors still I hear ! 
AU, all my hopes of bliss reside 
Where Eyan mingles with the Clyde* 

And she, in simple beanty drest, 
Whose image lives with in my breast; 
Who trembling heard my parting sign, 
And long pnrsued me with her eye : 

Does she, with heart anchang'd as mine, 
Oft in the yooai bowers recline ? 
Or, where yon grot o'erhangs the tide, 
Mose while the Eyan seeks the Clyde ? 

Ye lofty banks that Eyan bound, 
Ye layish woods that wave around, 
And o'er the stream yoar shadows throw, 
Which sweetly winds so far below j 

What secret charm to mem'ry brings, 
All that on Evan's border Springs ! 
Sweet banks ! ye bloom by Mary's side : 
Biest stream ! she yiews thee haste to Cl fde. 

Can all the wealth of India's coast 
Atone for years in absence lost ! 
Retarn, ^e momeuta of delight, 
With ricY\et ircaMiw>\A.t» , «Ks i\^\.'. 
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Swift from this desert let me part, 

And fly to meet a kindred heart ! 

Nor more may anght my steps divide 

From that dear stream which flows to Clyde ! 



COULD AUGHT OF SONG. 

Codld anght of so Dg deolare my pains, 
Coold artfnl numbers move thee, 

The muse shonld teil, in labonr'd strains, 
O Mary, how I love thee ! 

They who bnt feign a wounded heart, 
May teaoh the lyre to langnish ; 

Bot what avails the pride of art, 
When wastes the soul with angnish ? 

Then let the sndden bnrsting sigh 
The heart-felt pang discover ; 

And in the keen, yet tender eye, 
O read th' imploring lover. 

For well I know thy gentle mind 
Disdains art's gay disguising ; 

Beyond what fancy e'er refin'd, 
The voice of natnre prizing. 



O LEAVE NOVELS. 

* 

O LEAVE novels, ye Manchline belies, 
Ye're safer at yonr spinning wheel ; 

Such witching books are baited hooks 
For rakish rooks, like Rob Mossgiel, 
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Yoar fine Tom Jones and Grandisons, 
They make yoar yoathfal fancies reel, 

They heat your brains, and fire yoar veins, 
And then yoa're prey for Rob Mossgiel. 

Beware a tongue that's smoothly hang ; 

A beart that warmly seems to feel ; 
That feeling beart bat acts a part, 

'Tis rakish art in Bob Mossgiel. 

The frank address, the soft caress, 
Are worse than poison'd darts of steel, 

The frank address, and politesse, 
Are all finesse in Rob Mossgiel. 



TO MARY IN HEAVEN. 

TüNE— Miss Forbes fareicell to Banff. 

Thoü lingering star, with less'ning ray, 
That lov'st to greet the early morn, 

Again thoa asher'st in the day 
My Mary from my soal was torn. 

O Mary ! dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissfal rest? 
Seest thoa thy lover lowly laid? 

Hear'st thoa the groans that rend bis breast? 

That sacred hoar can 1 forget ? 

Can I forget the hallow'd grove, 
Where by tbe windiog Ayr we met, 

To live one day of parting love ? 

Eternity will not efface 

Those records dear of transports past j 
Thy image al o\w \«&\. «taktace ; 

Ab \ ViVÜe thou%\A vi* ' Vnvk waWrA 
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Ajr gnrgling kiss'd bis pebbled'shore, 

O'erhnng wüb wild »codi, thick'ning green ; 
The fragrilnt blich, and hmwthnrn boar, 

Twio'd am'rooi round the raptor'd soene. 
Tbe flowers sprang wanton lo be prest, 

The birdi sang lote on ev'rj spraj, 

Proolaim'd tbeapeed of winged da;. 
Still o'er Iheso acenes mj mem'rj wakes, 

And fondlj broods wich miser oare ! 
Time bnt the impreaaion deeper makea, 

A» slreams their Channels deeper wen. 
Mj Mar;, de*r departed shade ! 

Where is tbj bliasfal place of real? 
Seest laon thy loier lowly laid! 

Hear'at thou the jrroana tliat reod bis breast? 



WOMEN'S MINDS. 
TUNE— For a' that. 

THO' woineo'a mindn tike ninter ivimls 

May shift and tarn, and a' that, 
Tbe nablest breast adores tbem malst, 
A consequence I draw that. 
Fora' that, and a' that, 

A nd ticke <u mtiktes a' that, 
The bannte laes that I he best 
She'll he my ainfor a' that. 
Creat lote I bear to all the fair, 

Their humble aUve, and •' that; 
lim l.mllj- will, I bold i( süll 
A marlal sin to Ihraw that. 
For a- that, Ifc. 
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Bat there is ane aboon the lave, 
Heb wit, and sense, and a' that ; 

A bonnie lass, I like her best, 
And wha a crime dare ca' that ? 
For a' that, $c. 

In raptare sweet this honr we meet, 
Wi' mataal love and a' that ; 

Bat for how lang the flie may stang, 
Let inclination law that. 
For a' that, $c. 

Their tricks and craft hae put me daft, 
They've ta'en me in, and a' that ; 

Bot clear yonr decks, and here's the sex ! 
I like the jades for a' that. 
For a' that, $c. 



SWEETEST MAY. 

Sweetest May, let love inspire thee ; 
Take a heart which he designs thee ; 
As thy constant slave regard it ; 
For its faith and trath reward it. 

Proof o' shot to birth or money, 
Not the wealthy, bat the bonnie ; 
Not high-born, bat noble-minded, 
In love's silken band can bind it ! 



FRAGMENT. 

Tüne — John Anderson myjo. 

One night as I did wander, 
When com begins to shoot, 

1 sat m« fcrctL V» ^onder, 
VJpon an %.\>\& \x«ä \w>\.\ 
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Anld Aire ran by before me, 

And bicker'd to the seas ; 
A cnshat crowded o'er me 

That ecboed thro' the braes. 



FRAGMENT. 



As I was a wand'ring ae morning in spring, 
I beard a yoang Ploaghman sae sweetlj to sing, 
And as he was singin' thir words he did say, 
There's nae life like the Plonghman's in the month o' 
sweet May. 

The lav'rock in the morning she'll rise frae her nest, 
And mount to the air wi' the dew on her breast, 
And wi' the raerry plonghman she'll whistle and sing, 
And at night she'll retnrn to her nest back again. 



FRAGMENT. 



Her flowing locks, the raven's wing, 
Adown her neck and bosom hing ; 

How sweet unto that breast to cling, 
And round that neck entwine her ! 

Her lips are roses wet wi' dew ! 

O, what a feast her bonnie mou ! 
Her cheeks a mair celestial hne, 

A crimson still diviner ! 
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FRAGMENT. 



To thee, lov'd Nith, thy gladsome piain s, 
"Where late wi' careless thonght I rangM, 

Thongb prest wi' care and sunk in woe, 
To tbee I bring a heart nnchang'd. 

I love tbee, Nitb, thy banks and braes, 
Tho' mem'ry there my bosom tear ; 

For there be rov'd tbat brake my heart, 
Yet to tbat heart, ah, still how dear ! 



FRAGMENT. 



THE winter it is past, and the simmer comes at last, 
And the small birds sing on every tree ; 

Now every thing is glad, while I am very sad, 
Since my trae love is parted from me. 

The rose lipon the brier by the waters running clear, 
May have charms for the linnet or the bee ; 

Their little loves are blest, and their little hearts at 
rest, 
Bat my true love is parted from me. 



FRAGMENT. 

Tu NE — Bonnie Dundee. 

In Maachline there dwells six proper young Beiles, 
The pride of the place and its neighbourhood a\ 

Their crtrriage and dress, a stranger would gness, 
In Lon'on or Paris they'd gotten it a' : 



SONGS. 22$ 

Miss Miller ig fine, Miss Markland 's divine, 

Miss Smith she bas wit, and Miss Betty is braw : 

There's beaaty and fortune to get wi' Miss Morton, 
Bat Armours* the jewel for me o' them a\ 



ANNA. 



Anna, thy charms ray bosom fire, 
And waste my soul with care; 

Bat, ah ! how bootless to admire, 
When fated to despair ! 

Yet in tby presence, lovely fair ! 

To hope may be forgiven ; 
For sare, 'twere impioas to despair 

So mach in sight of heaven. 



THE CHEVALIERS LAMENT. 

TüNE — Humours of Glen. 

The small birds rejoice in the green leaves retarning, 
The mannaring streamlet winds clear thro' the vale ; 

The hawtborn trees blow in the dews of the morning, 
And wild scatter'd cowslips bedeck the green dale : 

Bat what can give pleasare, or what can seem fair, 
"While the lingering moments are namber'd by care? 

No flowers gaily springing, nor birds sweetly sing- 
Can sooth the sad bosom of joyless despair. [ing* 

The deed that I dar'd conld it merit their malice, 
A king and a father to place on his throne ? 

His right are these hüls and his rigbt are these Valleys, 
Where the wild beasts find shelter, bat I can find 
none. 

* This is one of our Bard'a carly production?.— Miss Armour 
is now Mrs. Bums. 
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Bat 'tis not my safferings thus wretched, forlorn, 
M y brave gallant friends, 'tis your rain I moarn : 
Yoar deeds prov'd so loyal in bot bloody trial, 
Alas ! can I make you no sweeter return ? 



EPIGRAM 

ON 

CAPTAIN FRANCIS GROSE, 

THE CELEBRATED ANTIQUARY. 

The Devil got notice that Grose was a-dying, 
So wbip ! at the summons, old Satan came flying ; 
Bat when he approach'd where poor Francis lay 

moaning, 
And saw each bed-post with its bürden a-groaning, 
Astonish'd ! confounded ! cry'd Satan, by G-d, 
I'Il want 'im, ere I take such a d ble load*. 



EPIGRAM 

ON ELPHFNSTONE'S TRANSLATION OF MARTIAL's 

EPIGRAMS. 

O thou whom Poetry abhors, 
"Whom Prose bad turned out of doors, 
Heard'st thou tbat groan ?«— proceed no further, 
'Twas laarel'd Martial roaring murder. 

• Mr. Grose was exceedingly corpnlent, and used to rafljr 
himself, with the greatest goocT hnmour, on the riiiguUur 
rotandity of his fignre. 
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The poor iohabitant below 

Was qnick to learn and wise to know, 

And keenly feit the friendlj glow, 

And softer fiame, 
Bat thonghtless fbilies laid him low, 

And stain'd bis name ! 

Reader, attend — whetber thy soul 
Soars fancy's fligbts beyond the pole, 
Or darkling, grnbs this earthly hole, 

In low parsuit ; 
Know, prndent, caotious, self-control, 

Is wisdom's root. 



EPITAPH 

ON A WAG IN MAUCHLINE. 

Lament him Maochline hasbands a\ 

He aften did assist je ; 
For had ye stay'd whole weeks awa, 

Your wives they ne'er had miss'd ye. 

Ye Maochline bairns, as on ye pass 
To school in bands thegither, 

O tread ye lightly on his grass, 
Perhaps he was your father. 



EPITAPH 

ON J — N B Y, WRITER IN DUMFRIES. 

Hp.RE lies J — n B y, honest man ! 

Cbeat him, Devil, if you can. 



EPITAPH ON JOHN DOVE, 

INNRE EP ER, MAUCHLINE. 

HERE lies Johnny Pidgeon -, 
Wbat was his religiont 



228 BURNS' POEMS. 

« 

Whae'er desires to ken, 

To some otber warl* 

Mann follow the carl, 

For here Johnny Pidgeon had nane. 

Strong ale was ablation, 
Small beer persecntion, 
A dram was memento mori ; 
Bot a fall flowing bowl 
"Was the saving bis sonl, 
And port was celestial glory. 



EPITAPH 

ON WALTER S . 

Sic a reptile was Wat, 

Sic a miscreant slave, 
That the worms ev*n d d him 

When laid in bis grave. 
' In bis flesh there's a famine,' 

A starv'd reptile eries ; 
' An' his beart is rank poison,' 

Another replies. 



EPITAPH 

ON A PERSON NICKNAMED THE MARQDIS, WHO 
DESIRED BURNS TO WRITE ONE ON HIM. 

Here lies a mock Marquis whose titles were shamm'd, 
If ever he rise, it will be to be d d. 



THE END. 



chiswick : 
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